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INTER HUNT, two miles up in a blizzard p. 17 








WE DARE YOU TO WEAR ...., 
HOLES IN THESE SOCKS 2: 


IN SIX MONTHS — IF YOU DO 
YOU GET 
NEW ONES 


AN AMAZING OFFER 
—ACT QUICKLY! 


If these socks were to cost $1.00 or $1.50—INSTEAD OF ONLY 45c 
A PAIR—you couldn't possibly get a stronger guarantee than ours. 
Yes, give these socks the roughest kind of wear, under any kind of usage, 
at work or play, for 6 LONG MONTHS—and we dare you to wear holes 
in them! And if you do, WE’LL REPLACE THEM AT ABSOLUTELY 
NO COST WHATEVER! Let us prove it AT OUR RISK! We manu- 
facture socks in our own spacious mills, under our own rigid controls. 
Every thread, every motion, every treatment must meet our own 
strict factory-tested standards. And we ship DIRECT 
TO YOU to eliminate middle-man costs—passing 
this saving on in our amazing low price. 
Order 5 pairs today. Learn for your- 
self why our unique knitting 
experience in the manu- 
facture of millions of 
socks, saves you 
money, brings 
you pleasant 
























BEAT 
RISING 
COSTS 


Socks of compar- 
able quality are 
selling every- 




















foot comfort NYLON — at ge 
and long- and triple the 
wearin 4 REINFORCED! price of these. 
_ 8. These genuine NYLON rein- See for yourself 
satisfaction. forced heels and toes insure 75% 4 






at no risk. Fill in 
coupon and mail 
at once while 
stock lasts! 






LONGER wear. Handsome 6 x 1 
mercerized durene ribbed knit, 
with sturdy long-life elastic 
tops. Quality found only in 
socks costing three or four 
times the price of 
Pocono socks. 












SEND NO MONEY 


Pocono socks come in popular shades 
to suit every taste. Each pair in your 
choice of anklec or regular length, is 
made of handsome fast-dye colors, guar- 
anteed not to run or fade no matter how 
many times they are washed. Knit in 






DIRECT FROM FACTORY 
TO YOU 


Pocono Guaranteed Socks are offered at our low 
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price of 45¢ a pair because there are no ‘‘in between”’ half sizes for full comfort, 914 to 13. 
— to pay to wholesalers, to retailers, to salesmen. Pe Amazing value—but ac : kly before 
ou deal only direct with our mill and receive our ’ Amazing value—but act quickly before 
unqualified guarantee of satisfaction or money back. 5 Te) R $ | 95 this introductory offer may be with- 
Learn at once how you can enjoy big savings. Mail — drawn! SEND NO MONEY! We trust 


the coupon now! 


you! Mail Coupon TODAY! 
Pocono Mills, Inc., East Stroudsburg, Pa. 


ptt t#MWs"—##—-'@'—_-|_ #{#*"“— #H'—' H#—>- 


POCONO HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. 171 East Stroudsburg, Pa. 
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Please send me 5 pairs of Guaran- 
teed Pocono socks with 6 months’ 
free replacement written guarantee 
included in the package. I will pay 
the postman only $1.95 plus post- 
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| NS age. After examination I may re- 
turn them for full refund if not 
i delighted, 4 
() check here if you are enclosing 4 
| 0 Anklet x C) Regular only $1.95 thus saving postage and 4 
Choose Your Color Assortment C.0O.P). charge. Same refund and > 
| ©) DARK (J UGHT [ ALL WHITE replacement guarantee applies. 4 
> 
| Nonic aac s ee oe ‘ DANK 1 mete, 1 
se Print) 4 LIGHT — 1 maize, 1 light 
7 St. & No k WHITE — 5 pairs, all white 
City. Zone State. PALM TOME pa SS ge OK ~~ eT KORTE 
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SPORTSMEN! ‘earn to MOUN | BIRDS ssi: 







Mount Your Game 
Birds, Animals, Fish, Game Heads 


If you hunt or fish, or love nature, here is the 
prize of all hobbies for you! Sportsmen! 
Learn to mount your gorgeous ducks and 
pheasants, and those magnificent deer heads 
and fish, and all your other trophies. Decorate 
your home or den; have a home-museum. 
Mount for others! Get started in TAXI- 
DERMY. It will allure you, and sweep you 
into a wonderful life-long hobby. Yes, it is 
marvelous. It will double your fun and inter- 
est in hunting. By all means, send coupon 
now, for the beautiful Free Book. 


Double Your Pleasure 
From Hunting @ Fishing 


Think of the fun and joy of mounting and 
saving your own hunting trophies! Right 
in your home, will be the prizes of your fine 
hunting and outing trips. It’s simply GREAT! All of 
your sportsmen friends will be proud of you and your 
work. They will urge you to mount their speci- 
mens. They will be delighted to pay you liberally. Many 
students earn splendid profits while learning. You can 
now be a Taxidermist, for pleasure and profits. Your 
hunting and fishing trips bring you DOUBLE pleasure, 
when you know Taxidermy! Investigate TODAY! 


Learn to Tan Furs 
Latest home KROME-TANNING 
taught in our lessons. Exclusive 
methods. Wonderfully successful 
system. Make fine harness, sole, lace 
and buck leathers. Learn to tan all 
kinds of furs with the hair on. Make 
them up into beautiful and valuable 
rugs and robes and fur garments of 
all kinds. Many earn SPLENDID 
PROFITS when tanning for others. 


We Teach You by Mail 


YOU can learn the marvelous art of Taxidermy in your 
own home, in your spare time, by our easy lessons 
which come to you by mail. We have taught thousands 
of menand boys this delightful art. We teach you easily 
and quickly! You will be surprised how rapidly you 
can learn this fascinating profitable hobby. Rush coupon 
or postal TODAY for the Free Book! State your age. 


Easy as A-B-C 


Our easy lessons are marvels of simplicity. No long 
tedious practice; you start actual Taxidermy with your 
very first lesson. It’s Easy! It’s Thrilling! It’s prof- 
itable! Send postal or the coupon below now for Big 
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FAST, TOO. ;~ 
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WINGING IN $O LOW? 
DOESN'T HE LOOK 
NATURAL? 









INSTEAD OF THROWING AWAY 
THAT GORGEOUS PLUMAGE, ITS A \ 
LOT OF SATISFACTION TO RE-CREATE 
IT. TO ME, TAXIDERMY IS THE 
GREATEST HOBBY IN THE WORLD— 
- AND NOW | REALLY HAVE SOME- 
THING TO SHOW FOR MY, 4 
HUNTING TRIPS. USEFUL 
ARTICLES LIKE THESE ARE 
SURE GREAT FOR THE 
DEN. 
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Free Book, and learn how you, too, can learn and enjoy 


Taxidermy is Fun! vor’ vscorp 


Taxidermy is the most thrilling hobby in the world for all men and boys! 
It’s really a delightful experience to re-create your wild game, and to make 
hundreds of ornamental and useful objects such as bookends and lamps 
Send TODAY for the Free Book. Find out how you can learn this marvel- 
ous hobby at home by mail in a few short weeks. 

Even though you seldom hunt or fish, you will have fun and art and 
rs and fame with mounted squirrels, pigeons, chickens, owls, crows, 
even frogs. There’s a world of pleasure for you in Taxidermy! 





Profits in Spare Time 


If you want to make extra money in your spare time, learn taxidermy 
mount trophies for other sportsmen. With wild game becoming scarcer, 
hunters now, MORE THAN EVER, want their valuable trophies mounted! 
Some students make spare time profits from $25 to $40 per week; other 
students much more from TAXIDERMY and TANNING: Hundreds 
tell us they are offered far more work than they can get out. Do YOU 
want or need to earn more? Then INVESTIGATE TAXIDERMY for 
real spare-time profits! 


Allin One Course 


You'll learn every branch of taxidermy. (1) mounting game specimens 
(2) Taxidermy Craft-Work—making delightful, useful articles—lamps, 
ash-trays, book-ends, etc. from mounted specimens (see squirrel lamp at left 
(3) tanning all kinds of furs, and leather making. Game specimens not 
needed. Use most common birds and animals; squirrels, crows, rabbits, 
pigeons, owls, frogs. Send the coupon TODAY for FREE BOOK. 


Lowest Fee Ever 


Rush request and get in on lowest fee in our history! AMAZING. Within 
reach of every school boy—-many more than earn back fee mounting one 
specimen, while learning. 


NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 
1101 Elwood Bidg., Omaha 8, Nebraska 











LARGE MOUTH BASS 





XPENSIVE2H BIRD—IN FACT TAXIDERMY |} 





Taxidermy. No obligation. No salesman will call ~& ik Rn Nag 
Men! Boys! Taxidermy Brings 


















IN FACT, MY ENJOY- 
» MENT FROM THIS TRIP 
ISN'T HALF OVER YET. 
DROP OVER TO MY 
HOUSE SOME EVENING— 






WELL, 808, 
THAT WAS A GREAT 
TRIP—SEEMS TOO 

BAD THE FUN'S 4a 









COULON’T. BUT I'D HEARD SO 
MUCH ABCUT THE NORTHWESTERN 
SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, | DE- 
CIDED TO WRITE FOR THEIR FREE 
BOOK. TO MAKE A LONG STORY 
SHORT, | DID LEARN TAXIDERMY 
RIGHT HERE AT HOME, AND YOU 
CAN SEE THE RE- 
SULTS. I'VE REALLY 
oouBl THE FUN 


) | 1 GET From my 
An\_\ HUNTING TRIPS. 


| § 















™ CERTAINLY 
GOING TO, BOB. 
GIVE ME 
HAS NOT ONLY PAID ALL ITS // THAT ADDRESS 
OWN EXPENSES, BUT I'VE (| AND ILL WRITE 
MADE PLENTY OF MONEY DO-)|\ TopAY—1! HAD 
ING THIS WORK FOR OTHERS. / / NO IDEA WHAT 
JIM, WHY DON’T YOU \ 1D BEEN Mis- 
TAKE. UP TAXIDERMY? ——~_ SING. 


puT “NW NOTAT ALL. IT COSTS ONLY ) / 
sn't it IPA FEW CENTS To MOUNT A 4 ( 
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Fun and 


Famous Old School 
400,000 Students 


This old reliable school has taught 
over 400,000 students in the past 
10 years. If we have taught this 
vast number, you must agree that 
we can teach YOU also. Our sim- 
ple, clear lessons and Personal 
Help assure your success. We 
know you will be delighted. Get 
acquainted with this world-famous 
Taxidermy institution Today! 








Our Home —Six-story 
building. owned and occu- 
pied entirely by us 


FREE BOOK! couron 


Tells how YOU can learn Taxidermy at home. 44 
pages, 100 pictures of wild-game. A wonderful book, 
strange, unique. You never saw the like before. This 
book is PRICELESS to hunters, trappers, nature 

lovers. ABSOLUTELY FREE; WRIT : 
AT ONCE, this minute! Use the coupon 
or a postal will do. Please state your age. 


FREE BeOR 






4 Northwestern School of Taxidermy 


Gentlemen:—Please send your free 44 page 
booklet explaining Taxidermy. (State AGE. 


“4 





Name —— 


Address $$ — 
Print plainty. Use margin if necessary, or send postal 
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PFLUEGER 





Fi ed Feed 
OF SUCCESSFUL ANGLERS 


yo excel in any sport 
he finest equipment. ae 
fishermen for cog feo 

Pflueger Supreme : 
r Supreme Reels 
inning fs 


People wl 
insist on t 
Champion 
demanded 
WHY do Pflueget > 
land more prize-w 
after year: 
year after y 
WHY do year-around sep 
men, guides, ctc., willing’) 6 
the price of a Supreme 
ubstitute for the 
el’s performance. 
supreme Recl’s f ae 
reg she weight, smooth are 
othe: dependability giv “ a 
raftsmanship at ts: oye 
1 of a Supreme Ree 
fishing this year. 


There is nos 
and 


proved 
Pflueger ¢ 
: Get the fee 
enjoy better 
Ask your dealer. 





$35.00 


A Pfiveger fllm “Guaymas Vacation" is available for 


showing to clubs, etc. 16 mm sound. Write direct. 


THE ENTERPRISE MFG. CO., AKRON, OHIO 


88 years making fishing tackle 


PFLUEGER 


(Pronounced "FLEW-GER") 


A Greal Name tn Tackle 
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Two miles up, he bucked a blizzard in search of elk 


SO LONG, OLD-TIMER . . . . . Edmund Ware Smith 


Lew wanted one last fling, alone in the north woods 


THE UNCOOKED GOOSE ... . . . Jim McGraw 
What might happen if a Hatfield went gunning with a McCoy 


ATLANTIC SALMON. . . 


Another in our gallery of portraits of favorite gamefish 


THE ROYAL HATRACK. . . 


VOLUME 111 * NUMBER 1 


- Charles Elliott 


Germany's finest trophy—and America wanted it 


BIG AS A HORSE ...... . 


After the battle royal, grizzly bears seemed tame 
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Hunch? It looked like a miracle when those trout struck 
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Mountain goats—four pages of superb photographs 

THE HAMMERHEAD. .. . . . . .  .Hank Bruns 
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THE NEW YORK LOOK .... . 
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SPECKS BEFORE MY EYES. . . . . John Hightower 
Weakfish were Jessie's strong point—and he knew it . 
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QuIT BEEFING, SON - WHEN IT GETS THICK \\ 
ENOUGH FOR THE ICE FISHERMEN “Td deve 
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OUT ON IT, You'uL GET A CHANCE TO SEE 

A NASH AIRFLYTE! OF COURSE, From Here 
You CAN'T SEE THE TWIN BEDS Op THE 
RECLINING- SEATS OR THE WEATHER EYe 
BUT EVEN FROM UNDERNEATH ITS A | 
MIGHTY GOOD-LOOKING AVTOMOBILE! your 
UNCLE CHARLEY BIT ON A NASH OWNER’s 
MINNOW LAST WINTER, VST “TO GET A 


RipE IN AN AIRFLYTE, CHARLEY ALWAYS 
WAS A BIT OF A SOCKL CLIMBER. ] 
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National Satisfaction Guaranteed 


or Money Refunded 


Yours for the asking! Dave Cook's 


Of bargains 
money, gon. — : jnore fishing for Wok 


EVERY 
Tas EHING afi isherman needa needs » Creels. 


Urately desc. 
Send Coupon £ ti ibed. 
Entire Ad ak Ont, FREE CATALOG o- Use 


der Blank for Merchandise. 


DAVE — = nf 


Sporting Goods Co. 
CcCooK 1605C Larimer St., Denver, Colo. 


' Beautifully 


(1 Send FREE bargain catalog described 
above 

C Enclosed find $ 
checked below 


for items 

















Address 


City 





SOUTH BEND GENUINE 


casting SIT BEND 
Out © 


Reg. $23.50 
N 
ony 8 E75 


Postage 65¢ 4 


“SOUTH BENDER” 
Alloy Steel 
Casting Rod 
“PERFECTO RENO” - 
Casting Reel 
“ORENO” Silk 
Casting Line 


Think of it! You save 1/4 _ oo 
nationally advertised price is 


genuine si oO 
ay 1950" models. Sung guaran- 
te 


Entire set of rod, reel 

C) and line, Postage Ose> ] 175 
No, 750 reel only, 

Reg. $10.00, pp. $588 
No. 411 rod only. Reg. 

* $11.00, Postage 45c $549 


Dave Ceok “Automat” 


FLY REEL 


Automatic. Winds itself while line 
is being stripped. Added tension is 
applied by winding spring knob 
cover. All aluminum with chrome 
line guide. SO yd. capacity. 64% oz. 


Postage 25c 

[] No. 2-A-19. Reg. $6.30. $449 

SOUTH BEND MODEL 346 FLY ROD 

0 REGULAR $20.00, POSTAGE om. Phd | 1 

Powerful, fast tip action. 9 ft., 

oz. Finest split seakia cane. Duo- Fh “Anish. Com- 
ficient cork grip. Extra Tip. Fibre case. Cloth bag. 

: 1950 model. O Guaranteed first quality. 


1 DAVE COO 
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Sporting Goods Co. q 
1GOSCLARIMER, DENVER 
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| A Horse on the Headman 


It took some time to get your October 
|; issue down here in Japan, but it was 


/ more than fishing and hunting to me. It 


| had the story about Nolan Borden, 
|“The Horseless Headman.” I know 
| Borden well and lived within a block of 
| him for more than 18 years. 

| Bill Bridges said that Borden liked to 
tell the story about the time when he 
| was the one that got away. Well, Mr. 
Bridges, did you know there was a time 
when he didn’t get away? This time 
the joke was on him. 

Borden was in a boat this time, and 
| he seemed to enjoy trying to run over 
| two of us who were swimming in a 
| creek. WBinally the tide turned and he 
| found himself in 12 ft. of water—and he 

couldn’t swim. My friend and I had 
turned the boat over, dumping him into 
the drink, clothes and all. When we 
| pulled him ashore, he would have passed 
| for anybody but General MacArthur. 
He had very little to say, though he 
was a good sport about it. 

I thought the stranger who got wet in 
your story might like to know that 
| Borden was once on the receiving end 
| of a dunking.—F. C. Johnson, U.S.N.R., 
| Japan. 


Zoo Snakes Are Different 


I read with indignation your quota- 
tion from Karl P. Schmidt, a zoologist, 
to the effect that snakes do not swallow 
| their young. Why the word of a scien- 
tist with his puny experience with 





snakes in an unnatural environment 
should be taken against the words of 
hundreds of reliable men who know 
snakes in their natural habitats is more 
than I can understand. 

When I saw five or six little black- 
snakes run into the mouth of a larger 





one, I hurried home to tell the family. 
They laughed at me, but my grand- 
father took me aside and said that he 
had seen the same thing happen. Every- 
body had laughed at him, too. 

Let these zoologists get out of the 
zoos and go where snakes live more 
naturally, and sooner or later a mere 
snake will show them something.—H. C. 
Rickenbach, Gibsonia, Pa. 


Let’s have a convention of all those 
people in the United States and Canada 
who have seen snakes swallow their 
young. I'll bet the crowd would fill 
Madison Square Garden. 

I've seen this happen, and I’m willing 
to fight anybody who calls me a liar. 
—C. J. Griffin, Springfield, Ohio. 


Vermont and the Buck Law 


For his statements about Vermont in 
the article “Why Not Shoot Them?” 
(meaning does in buck-law states), 
Milton H. Stenlund evidently took the 
word of our Vermont biologists for 
some things that are far off the beam. 

Vermont adopted a buck law for just 
one reason: to populate the state ade- 
quately with deer, which in 1800 were 
nearly extinct except in Essex County 
at the northern end of the state. The 
present herd, which affords a take of 
thousands of bucks each fall, grew from 
a few -deer released shortly before the 
turn of the century at two spots in 
southern Vermont, and from others that 
drifted into Essex County from Quebec 
and New Hampshire. 

It almost didn’t happen. Between 
1910 .and 1920 there came warnings 
that Vermont was getting too many 
deer. Seasons were opened on both 
buck and doe, and in each case the herd 
was set back several years before the 
take again reached the old levels. Then, 
when 1,000 deer were taken in the state 
it was a good buck year. Finally sports- 
men made their weight felt and cut out 
the doe shooting, except for illegal kill- 
ing by jackers and by the trigger-happy 
goons who can grow antlers on a bald 
doe in any season. What was the re- 
sult? A kill of 7,000 bucks in a year is 
not now considered a miracle—and, 
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RY method 
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Sailfish, a 
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Surf-Fish 





-the Most Complete Information 
ontheSportorfishing 
\, Ever Packedinto One Book ! 

A WHOPPER OF A BUY! 
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Big ones don’t get ‘ 
led away when you have 
ccyweee the ‘Know-how’ 
a watieg! 
ws can be BIG cakes ad 
on ‘‘off-days’’ with these or 
jus tips! 


~~ 


ishermen: 
Encyclopedia 


Whether You Are a Beginner or “‘Old-Timer” ... 
Surf Caster or Lake Fisherman... or Just One of 
the “Gang” on a Week-End Boat... Here Are 
1,001 New Thrills... New Ways to Improve Your 
Skill, Catch More, Land the Beauties to Brag About! 


Picturized 
directions 
on skilled 
casting 
over dis- 
tances and 
obstacles. 

















xily. ERE’S a Fisherman’s Dream come true—the most 
und- complete information on the Sport of Fishing ever 
t he placed at your fingertips! Whether you enjoy the quiet 
my eae delehen relaxation of fly-casting in a woodland stream, or thrill 
Trout and every other to the challenge of deep-sea fishing; whether your quarry 
as trout species! is the brilliant golden trout ... the cocky bass... or 
the : anything up to the giant tuna or swordfish ... this is 
nore YOUR BOOK! 
nere . ; 
7. C. N its 1,376 fact-jammed pages you’ll revel in all the fishing fun sae | 
and excitement the world has to offer. Its thousands of informa- Pchaele oll 
tive articles are the finest, most authoritative ever published ... with skilled guid- 
: nage. 
ai with scores of special features never before seen in print! ee ee ee 
. . . . i ! 
No less than 36 famous specialists, headed by A. J. McClane, Fishin cee 
nada : : : 8 
are Editor of Field & Stream, cover EVERY phase of fishing. They bring you 
the best of all Mankind’s accumulated fishing lore in one giant volume 
1 fill loaded to the gun’les! Contributors include international casting cham- 
pions, expert rod builders and fly tyers, designers of the most potent lures, 
lling world famous sports editors. They give you their vast knowledge and most 
mt closely guarded secrets in this most comprehensive Encyclopedia on fish- 
lar. ing and fish ever created! And at a price that saves you 75%! 
EVERYTHING You Want to Know to Increase Your Fun and Skill! tiumy-quardpre- 
_— is eee oe to know about EVERY fish you'll want rena aeel ae 
to catch .. . Selecting Tackle to Mounting Prize Fish ... How to Catch More © 
WwW . . Select Best Equipment for Every Purpose . . . Build Rods Like the Experts oS yo s 
‘ = mcnptonrlgt Casting ... Bait and Plug Casting ... Spinning .. . Trolling from specialists! 
. . Boats and Boating . . . How to Plan Fishing Trips . . . How to Clean and 
nt in 
Cook Your Catch, Indoors or Out! 
1m?” : : 
2m : Name your favorite catch—Bass Large 
. . BS ees 
tes), 5 Books in ONE at the Low Price of Only ONE! | «- Smallmouth, Yellow, Black, Striped, Sea 
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New Greaseless Way To 


Keep Hair Neat All Day 





«<V.7’’—new grooming discovery now in Vitalis 
Hair Tonic — outdates messy oils. Keeps your hair neat 





all day without gummy film or matted-down look. 


Not an animal, vegetable 
or mineral oil 


If you object to over-oily hair tonics, as 
most men do, here’s good news. Now you 
can keep hair in place and easy to manage 

yet avoid that gummy, “oil-slick” look. 

The secret is a completely new kind of 
grooming agent — introduced to you in 
new finer Vitalis Hair Tonic. 

Called “V-7,” it is not an animal, veg- 
etable or mineral oil. In fact, “V-7” was 
developed in the laboratory especially to 
overcome the messiness and other disad- 
vantages of greasy oils. 


Make this easy test 





Even if you are satisfied with your present 
hair tonic, we think you'll be pleasantly 
surprised the very first time you use new 
finer Vitalis containing “V-7.” 

1. Hair stays neat, natural-looking. No 

heavy greasy look. 

2. No gummy film or “matting down.” 

You can easily prove these facts for 
yourself. Just apply the tonic you are now 
using to one side of your head—new finer 
Vitalis to the other. See if you don’t agree 
that the Vitalis side looks far better. 


6 cCUTDOOR LIFE 


Feels tingling good— 
routs flaky dandruff 


In addition to good grooming, new Vitalis 
gives you a combination of active ingredi- 
ents found in no other leading hair tonic. 
Massaged briskly onto scalp in the fa- 
mous ‘60-Second Workout,” new finer 
Vitalis feels tingling good . . . far more 
refreshing than any cream or oil dressing. 
What’s more, Vitalis routs dandruff flakes 
. helps you avoid that embarrassing 
“snow” on your collar. 


Outgrooms any other hair tonic 
—or double your money back 


We think you'll find new Vitalis with “V-7” 
the finest hair tonic you ever used. If you 
don’t agree, return empty bottle to Bristol- 
Myers, 630 Sth Ave., New York 20, N. Y. 
and get double your money back. (Offer 
expires April 30, 1953.) 
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strangely enough, the deer are still eat- 
ing. 

For the lazy road hunter Vermont 
does have too many does; bucks are 
just a bit more cautious about stepping 
into the open. The size of deer taken in 
some areas has dropped simply because 
the easy-hunting boys connect with 
more of the young ones—and even more 
because more deer now go on the scales 
and the 150-pounders of a few years 
ago turn into 120-pounders when the 
Fairbanks is substituted for the guess. 

Most Vermonters are aware that the 
time is getting near for reducing the 
doe crop. When it is done, it won’t be 
by the wanton slaughter of the past. 
For the present we'll keep the buck law, 
even though special doe seasons may be 
set up. And, believe you me, it isn’t be- 
cause of any sentiment over killing the 
female of the species, as these biologists 
kid themselves into believing. It could 
be that it’s the ‘“‘educators’’ who need 
educating.—-Perk Anywin, Barre, Vt. 


Call ‘em V-Gulls 


I can confirm Brian Whitfield’s report 
of seagulls flying in V formation. Al- 
though I have been observing birds 
generally for about 25 years, and quite 
intensively for the last 5, it was not 
until within the last 2 or 3 years that I 
noticed this behavior in seagulls. It 
seems that they do it most often on 
cloudy days, or on clear days late in the 
afternoon. Sometimes the formation is 
a perfect V, and occasionally it is less 
regular. A time or two last season I 
saw them fly in a Y-V combination. 

I was able finally to identify the birds 
as our common spring migrant, the 
Franklin’s gull, which follow our trac- 
tors when we are tearing into the 
ground. As a rule, they seem to fly 
rather high up when in the V forma- 
tion.—Harold Turner, Bladen, Nebr. 


Good Fishing Weather 


Just got through reading Ray Berg- 
man’s article ‘What’s Good Fishing 
Weather?” and think he could have 
answered the question in lots fewer 
words. 

Quite frequently a fishing friend will 
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ask me, “When do you find fishing 
best?’’ I always answer, “When you 
catch ’em.’’—Louis EH. Brummer, In- 


dianapolis, Ind. 


The Buzzards Found Them 


While I find Gus Mager’s Game Gim- 
micks very interesting, I'll go along 
with Rex I. Bissell when he maintains 
that buzzards locate carrion by smell 
as well as by sight. 

Years ago in Louisiana, Texas, and 








so 
th 
ro. 


of 
wri 
ant 
the 
7 
ZOO 
hav 
tim 
hav 
bee 
altk 
whi 
Eve 
seas 
r 
fall 
E 
Kar 


H 
for 
have 
the 
knoy 

Hi 
Brac 
foun 
ger 
pref 
your 
you 

off d 
ning 

As 
foun 
Jersé 
fish ¢ 
Ther 
Irres 
Gera 





ld 
ed 


yrt 
A l- 


ite 


| is 
ess 
a 2 


rds 
the 
ac- 
the 


na- 


rg- 
ling 
ave 
wer 


will 


SSS. 


hing 
you 
In- 


Gim- 
long 
[tains 
smell 


and 





other places I’ve seen at times literally 
hundreds of dead sheep, cattle, or 
horses strung out over the range, killed 
by an epidemic of some sort or frozen 
to death. Many of these carcasses were 
in the open, of course, but often while 
looking for strayed stock, or hunting, 
I’ve found a dead brute in the deep 
woods and bushes where it couldn’t 
possibly be seen from the air, yet these 
scavengers had discovered it.—Cliff 
Overman, Port Arthur, Tex. 


A Fallow Named Bucko? 


I was interested in John R. Ander- 
son's photograph [see cut] of Bucko, 
the ‘freak albino buck”’ that used to 
roam around Evansville, Wis. If this 
was not a specimen of the white phase 





of the European fallow deer, I’m very 
wrong. The pattern of the palmate 
antlers and the shape and position of 
the head and neck fit perfectly. 

These deer are grown extensively in 
zoos, parks, and private estates, and 
have been for centuries. During this 
time of inbreeding, different color types 
have developed, and white ones have 
been favorites. A black phase is known, 
although a reddish-brown color with 
White spots is the original pattern. 
Even this coloration changes with the 
seasons of the year. 

I’m pretty sure Bucko was an escaped 
fallow deer from some park or zoo. 

E. H. Herrick, Professor of Zooloyy, 
Kansas State College, Manhattan. Kans. 


More About Bluegills 


Hank Bradshaw’s article “Bluegills 
for All’ is about the most realistic I 
have ever read. There is no doubt that 
the author is an ardent bluegill fan and 
knows what he is talking about. 

However, I have to disagree with Mr. 
Bradshaw on a few of his points. I have 
found through experience that the big- 
ger bluegills tend to take wet flies in 
preference to drys. In fact, the deeper 
your lure travels, the larger bluegills 
you get. I have taken a few 12-inchers 
off drop-offs with extremely small spin- 
ning lures. 

As to the size of the bluegill, I have 
found that on Pompton Lakes in New 
Jersey the average is close to 8 in., with 
fish over 10 in. by no means uncommon. 
There I fish only dry, and I find the 
Irresistible fly an excellent taker.— 
Gerald Goldberg, Newark, N. J. 
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“Is a camp 


FIREPLACE 
worth the money?” 


“You're darn right it 
is...if it circulates heat 
throughout the whole 
room, and makes your 
camp comfortable on 
cold spring and fall 
weekends when you 
ordinarily wouldn’t 
be able touse it. That’s 
what the Heatilator* 
Fireplace does!” 





A Heatilator Fire- 
place gives you all 
the cheer of an open fire plus warmth in 


every corner of the room because it c/rculates | 


heat. That means you can use your camp 
earlier in spring, later in fall, even on cold 
winter weekends. 


Build any style of camp, home or gameroom 
fireplace around the Heatilator Fireplace unit. 
It’s a scientifically designed heavy-duty steel 
form. Includes all vital fireplace parts. Re- 
duces time and labor 
on most jobs. Assures 
correct construction, 
eliminates common 
causes of smoking. 





The Heatilator Fire- 
place draws air from 
floor level, heats it, 
circulates it to warm 
entire room, even ad- 
joining rooms. Proved by 26 years use, hun- 
dreds of thousands of happy users. Look for 
“Heatilator” on the dome and damper handle. 
Accept no substitute. At leading building 
material dealers everywhere. Mail coupon 
now for interesting free fireplace booklet. 


*Heatilator is the registered 
trademark of Heatilator, Inc. 














HEATILATOR FIREPLACE § 








HEATILATOR, INC. re ; 

511 E. Brighton Ave. } BEATILATOR | 
Syracuse 5, N.Y. ' ma 

| 

| Please send free booklet show- | 

| ing pictures and advantages of 

l the Heatilator Fireplace. | 

| 
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py ELIZABETH NnNorRBECK 


JUST FOR LAUGHS 


urrounded as I am by experts in the 
pages of this magazine, you prob- 
ably think I too must be adept at 
angling (for fish, of course) and a 
| crack shot. You expect me to be so out- 
standing that men just can’t ignore my 
tremendous skill with rod and gun— 
skill I can translate into deathless prose 
for the multitude of women eagerly 
awaiting initiation into man’s secret 
| outdoor lodge. 
| Well, I’m sorry to disillusion you, but 
what little I know about fishing and 
| hunting I learned by the trial-and-error 
| method. I do rate triple A in one de- 
| partment: I handle a gun with the re- 
| spect due to a rattler that has tuned 
up and is ready to strike. I’d rather miss 
a thousand birds than be guilty of care- 
lessness with firearms. With the repu- 
tation women drivers have had be- 
stowed upon them, you can imagine 
what is said if a woman accidentally 
wings a man in the hunting field. 
Still, I’m the personification of man’s 
idea of any woman foolhardy enough 
to try to enter a field where he is king. 
I'm eager but awkward. I persevere but 
will always be a duffer. I try to be in- 
dependent but often end up needing to 
be rescued by some disgusted male. Or 
| I provide the comic relief. Let me give 
| you a couple of lowlights of my out- 
door career and you'll see what I mean. 
Years ago, when a $5 bill would buy 


} A) 











more than a loaf of bread and a box of 
prunes, my husband and I journeyed 
down to the Florida Keys with another 
couple to do some big-game fishing. We 
had regular deep-sea fishing rigs 
heavy rods that felt like telephone poles 
after the trout rods we were accus- 
tomed to, belts with holsters to hold the 
rods while we were fighting fish, and 
crackerjack boatmen to cut bait, gaff 
the fish, and triumphantly raise the sail- 
fish flag if we were lucky. 

In spite of all this plush upholstery 
and sterling advice, I managed to be the 
only one in our party who in three days’ 
fishing never caught a sailfish. I did 
catch various denizens of the deep that 
I would hate to encounter on a dark 
night. I even caught a bonito, which 
fortunately we didn’t have to tear into 
strips and eat raw as did the fisherman 
in Hemingway’s The Old Man and the 
Sea. Instead, to tide us over from our 
high-caloric breakfast to our higher- 
ditto dinner we kept up our strength by 
diving into a few sandwiches and a 
vacuum bottle of iced tea, which the 
male members of the party laced liber- 
ally with something stronger. 


N™ it doesn’t take much brains to 
catch fish the way we did. In fact, 
all it requires is the ability to count to 
ten. But it does take a bit of brawn and 
patience—the latter a quality indispen- 
sable in all types of fishing. When a 
sailfish first strikes the bait, he taps it 
with his sword for the kill, then takes 
it gently into his mouth. That’s where 
the counting to ten comes in handy; you 
have to wait until he starts to swallow 
the hook before you give a good jerk, 
or he’ll spit it out. 

After the hook is set, then come the 
acrobatics. A sailfish may sound, but 
eventually he will surface and go in for 
some sensational tail-skidding while at- 
tempting to throw the hook. In the 
meantime the human being at the other 
end of the line in this marine tug of 
war is literally sweating it out, pulling 
the rod up to vertical, then quickly reel- 
ing in as he lowers it to horizontal—-and 
never, never leaving any slack in the 
line as he does so. 

The other girl in our party stood just 
five feet high in her sneakers, but she 
certainly was game in her duel with a 
seven-foot sailfish. What you could see 
of her face—beneath the broad-brimmed 
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hat, the veil, the thick coat of sun-tan 
cream, and the plaster on her upper lip 
to keep it from blistering in that ter- 
rible sun—was a peculiar shade of char- 
treuse. But seasick as she was, with the 
boat bucking like a champ bronc in a 
rodeo, she battled that fish for three 
quarters of an hour, refusing to let any- 
one help her until she brought it along 
side the boat for the gaff. 

At dinner that evening I came in for 
some good-natured kidding. I had lost 
my chance at a sailfish by trying to set 
the hook too soon. ‘‘Trouble with Liz 
is that she can’t count higher than five,” 
my better half announced. ‘“‘You should 
see her checkbook. Let’s take her out 
tonight and give her a chance at a tar- 
pon. I understand they’re rather slug- 
gish at this time of year.” It was April 
and too early to fish for tarpon except 
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Pump? I barely could stay in the boat 


at night, for some reason an expert 
could tell you. 

So we hired a boat and out we went, 
our delight in the loveliness of the full 
moon somewhat dampened by the cloud 
of mosquitoes that insisted on accom- 
panying us the way the pelicans did in 
the daytime. Fact is, there were several 
mosquitoes I mistook for pelicans. We 
had doused ourselves with some highly 
odorous mosquito dope that seemed to 
provide a new kind of allure—a sort of 
Tabu in reverse. The mosquitoes didn’t 
mind it, but it kept the men away in 
droves, darn it! 

We trolled under the railroad bridge 
of the causeway connecting the neck- 
lace of islands and had proceeded a little 
farther when I felt a tremendous tug on 
my line. “Strike!” I yelled in a tight 
soprano. 

The boatman responded with full 
speed ahead, and my line spun out in 
reckless fashion. “It must be a mon- 
ster,’’ I called breathlessly. 

“Pump!” they all yelled back at me. 

“Pump!” I repeated indignantly. ‘It’s 
all I can do to stay in the boat.” 

The boatman took one look at the line 
and my almost bare reel, and turned 
the boat hastily, a disgusted expression 
on his face. 

‘“What’s the matter ?”’ I cried. 

“Matter?” he said. ‘Hell, lady, you 
just caught the viaduct.” 

The other lowlight in my sporting 
career happened only a year ago last 


A NEW ERA 


= . This is more than the announcement 
Hi of a new line of outboard motors 

.. it is the beginning of a new era 

of outboard use and satisfaction. 


JUBILEE Champions 


Completely new, lighter, stronger, faster, 

| and more responsive, ““JUBILEE’’ CHAMPIONS 
“breeze by”’ for thrills and “‘tease along”’ 
for better fishing ... introducing a 

new era of outboard use and satisfaction. 


The “JUBILEE” ‘‘4-in-hand’’ Control 


3 NEW “JUBILEE” 
CHAMPION 
GEAR SHIFT MODELS 


Alternate Firing Twins with 





regulates the speed, the shifting to Forward, Forward, Neutral and Reverse 
Neutral and Reverse, the Hydro-drive, The “JUBILEE” Five 
and the steering. Eliminates all extra The “JUBILEE” 7.5 
shift levers ... new and positive one hand The “JUBILEE” Feather- 
control of boat and motor. weight Fifteen 
*‘JUBILEE”’ CHAMPIONS have new 
swing-in-to-boat lower units, rubber mounted 2 NEW “JUBILEE” 
floating power that isolates vibration, CHAMPION 


HYDRO-DRIVE MODELS 


Alternate Firing Lite Twins with 
Forward, Neutral and Reverse and 


EZ-Off auto-type hoods, separate 
cruising tanks that eliminate all need 





of extra gas cans, dual handles that make Independent Propeller Control 
a — easy ... all we The “JUBILEE” 7.5 
| eatures you ll want to use an The “JUBILEE” Feather- 
| enjoy yourself. weight Fifteen 
Beautifully new in streamlined design 
iy ie All horsepower ratings 
and gleaming colors, the “JUBILEE 0.B.C. Certified 
CHAMPIONS are great motors... engineered 
to be responsive to your every wish. NEW “JUBILEE 
They are so easy and convenient to operate CHAMPION HOT RODS 
that men, women and children, WRITE FOR DETAILS 


who have never run an outboard, handle 
*“JUBILEE”’ CHAMPIONS like experts. 


These are the outboard motors you always knew would come. 


Get the thrilling facts, write for free folder 


CHAMPION MOTORS COMPANY 


MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA 
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Wear The Boots 
That Have No Equal 
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*Price subject to 
change without notice. 


When it comes to comfort, design 
and construction, Genuine Corcoran 
Paratroop Boots have no equal... 
because they are the only boots made 
today exactly to the original specifi- 
cations for Paratroop Boots. 


Not an imitation, not an adap- | 


tation, a Genuine Corcoran Para- 
troop Boot gives you a// the features 
that mean perfect comfort and proper 
foot protection... 10 inch height; 
soft, pliable high quality uppers; 
strong tape ankle reinforcements; 
solid leather construction; hard box 


toe; strong steel shank; special rubber | 


slip-proof outertap and non-trip heel. 


Why take less? Wear the boots that 
have no equal... Genuine Corcoran 
Paratroop Boots... the serviceman’s, 
the sportsman’s favorite. 


Comes in tan, black, or heavy oil 
finished. 
All sizes 4 — 13%. All widths AA-EEE. 


CORCORAN, INC., STOUGHTON, MASS. | 


| Please rush a pair of genuine Paratroop Boots | 
in tan () black 0 or with heavy oil finish 0 
| Check O Money Order (0 for $12.87 is enclosed. | 


| Ad dress 


| Boot size and width 
(Specify size and width of your former GI Army 1 | 

16 shoe or your most comfortable dress shoe.) 
OL- i215 * | 


Name 
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November, which indicates that I don’t 
improve with age. We were gunning for 
pheasants on one of the last days of the 
season. Bill, my husband, was still hob- 
bling a bit from the grouse-retrieving 
experience I told you about in Septem- 
ber, so I was elected to cover most of 
the ground and keep up with that same 
wild young setter. The trainer, a won- 
derful Scotsman, had agreed to take the 
dog on the following January for three 
months of intensive work, and his last 
words of advice to us were: ‘‘The best 
thing ye can do for this dog is to shoot 
birrds over him—-make him want to 
hunt.”’ Weg never had any trouble about 
that; the trouble was getting him in. 


he fields over which we were tramp- 

ing had been pretty well shot over; 
we knew that any stray cock was bound 
to be hiding in heavy cover. The sunset 
of late fall was casting its magic pink 
and gold over the fields when I saw 
Monty—untrained as he was—come on 
a distinct point and hold it. I could tell 
by the way he held his head, eyes fixed 
just ahead of him, that he actually 
could see the bird, not just scent it. I 
looked around for Bill, motioning him 
desperately to come quickly, but he was 
so far away that I could see it was go- 
ing to be up to me. 

Grasping my gun tightly I advanced, 
my heart pounding at this challenge I 
wasn’t too sure I could meet—especiallv 
with an untrained dog that was apt to 


| break at any moment. In the interest of 
good training I knew I ought to try to 


go in ahead of the dog, but as luck 
would have it a barbed-wire fence and 
thick brambles intervened. The bird 
apparently was prepared to sit it out 
all winter if necessary, which was good. 

I ran back and forth, trying to find a 
place where I could cross the fence 
without putting down my gun, but with 
no success. So I did a foolish thing: I 
urged Monty on to flush the bird, figur- 
ing I was near enough to shoot. The dog 
was willing, in spite of the almost im- 
penetrable barrier (that’s what I love 
about setters) and worked his way in. 

Up flew the bird, making a rather 
hoarse, cackly noise instead of the 
usual strident cry of the cock pheasant, 
but the flash of bright plumage con- 
vinced me he was of the male gender 
and legal. I fired twice, and Monty— 
who had never been taught the facts of 
life about being steady to wing and 
shot—took off in full pursuit. There 
was a confused kaleidoscope of fur and 
feathers as the dog tangled with the 
crippled bird. 

By this time my husband had limped 
up and crossed the barbed-wire fence. 
Monty took one look at him, dropped 
the bird quickly, and slunk away with 
his tail dragging. Bill just stood there 
with a silly grin on his ‘face. 

“What's so funny?” I asked, a bit 
testily, as I struggled across the fence. 
After all, I hadn’t missed; the bird was 
dead. Then I looked down at my kill. 
It did look a bit odd. 

“T regret to inform you,” he said with 
a malicious chuckle, ‘‘that you have 
just shot a chicken.” 





‘YEP up your meetings. 


on fishing, hunting, 


and insurance. 
These 16 mm. 


tions. 


guaranteed: 
state. 





NEW MOVIE BOOKLET 
FOR CLUBS 


5TH EDITION NOW AVAILABLE—35 CENTS 
Half again as big ......... Lists 1,059 free films 


Send for our 

bulletin, Free Movies for Sportsmen’s Clubs. Prepared 
as a service to our readers, it lists 1,059 motion pictures 
travel, nature, ete.—including hun- 
dreds that did not appear in the previous edition. And 
they're all available for showing at meetings sponsored by 
sportsmen’s clubs at no cost except that of transportation 


films, many with sound and in color, 
may be had from various commercial organizations and 
official conservation agencies, but not for home exhibi- 
To get them, the borrower must show that he is 
acting officially on behalf of a responsible organization. 
In some cases an attendance of specified size must be 
in others, showing is restricted to a given 
Ourpoor Lire has no films of its own and cannot 
act as intermediary in any booking. 

For a copy of the bulletin, which tells where each 
film can be obtained, write to Sportsmen's Service, 
Ourvoor Lire, 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y., 


enclosing 35 cents in coins or stamps. 


newly revised 
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I fired, and Monty took off in pursuit 


Well, it was a gamecock gone wild, 
which made things a little better. No, it 
wasn’t in someone’s barnyard; there 
wasn’t a sign of habitation within half a 
mile. Yes, it was quite edible, thank 
you. I think its mother had been a 
pheasant, since it was much larger than 
an ordinary gamecock. 

So now you know, girls, how come 
I’m writing for this magazine. I'm al- 
lowed around just for comic relief. THE END 


Tablet Commemorates 
Conservation Award 


COTODUR LIFE t 
PRESENTER SHEE Bi PGR 
ANRARSAL WEULEE FEDER GT 
LAKE CONWAY 
SHOGORH THE AGINT LAPD TY GH UE SPORTSMEN OF ABRANSAS 
THE SPONSORS AND THE APKANTAS CAME AND FISH COMMISSION 
LARE CONWAY WAS BUT AND DEDICATED Th THE PEOALE 
HUl STATE TO OSE, GUO AND. FERPETUATE AS A Lachine 
FOINGEO ANS PRQUERT 
THE SPONSORS 
CONWAY CHSMAER OF COMMERCE 
W B COLE, FAES Wil CLARK. © PRE 
FALARNER COPNTY PRDLUE CHAPTERS 
WALTER DUNGHAY PRES HRS PURER & RES. 
LAGKE COREY EH 
££ ASHRALICH, ORF ¢ 
ABKANTAY WHEAME FLQERAT 
DR 3H PL ARATIN Pat 


KOLGR { 


he achievement of a group of Ar- 

kansas sportsmen in sponsoring a 
fabulous forest fishpond for public use 
was commemorated recently with the 
unveiling of a monument on the shore 
of Lake Conway near Little Rock. The 
ceremony marked the presentation of 
the thirteenth OUTDOOR LIFE Conserva- 
tion Award to the Arkansas Wildlife 
Federation for the project described by 
Charles Elliott in the article “Out of 
the Woods” in the October issue. 


All-Purpose Cement 


ao all-purpose cement that is said 
to stick anything to anything else 
should prove a welcome addition to the 
sportsman’s kit. Since it is unaffected 





by water, alcohol, oil, it is an excellent | 


insulating, waterproofing, and calking 
material. It holds on metal, wood, glass, 
rubber, plastic, and nylon. According 


to the maker, it can even be used to) 


stop a leak in a gas tank without re- 
moving the gas. 








5-HP Gravely Tractor powers 21 tools— 
does every lawn, garden, and field job 


easier, better! All-gear drive, Reverse. 
New ‘‘Power vs Drudgery’”’ Booklet FREE. 
Write for it today! 


‘GRAVELY: 


BOX 191 DUNBAR, W.VA. 











FUNK & WAGNALLS 


SPORTSMAN’S 
LIBRARY 





Great Books to Read and Enjoy — 
Practical Books to Study and Use. 


An Impressive Reference Shelf for Hunters, 
Shooters, Collectors. A Real Man’‘s Library! 


Bean’s Pickerel 
Snowshoe 


Has narrow tread and high up- 
turn which eliminates interfer- 
ence and tripping. Frames are 
selected State of Maine ash that 
prevent warping. Cowhide fill- 
ing is cured to prevent sagging. 
Has special built-in rigging 
which gives complete control, 
with no side play. Size 10” x 
56”, complete with built-in 
rigging, $21.65 postpaid. 


Write for Free Catalog show- 
ing three other styles. 


L. L. Bean, Inc. 
175 Main St., Freeport, Maine 
Mfrs., Hunting & Camping Specialties 


















THE RIFLE IN AMERICA 
By Philip B. Sharpe a 
The complete history and descrip- 
tion of every rifle manufactured in 
the United States—from the earli- 
est to modern models. Completely 
revised and greatly enlarged, this 
famous work now provides full in- 
formation on the military rifles . 
and ammunition of both World | 
Wars and discusses the possibili- 
ties of converting these rifles to sporting pieces. 
Gives detailed information on collecting and identi- 
fying old Amer.can firearms, home gunsmithing, 





metallic and telescope sights, ballistics of all Ameri- 
can cartridges, current rifle twists, barrel diameters, 
conversion tables, rifle and accessory manufacturers. 


$15.00 


900 pages 650 illustrations 


COMPLETE GUIDE TO 
HANDLOADING 


By Philip B. Sharpe 

Revised Third Edition 
This new edition of the “‘hand- 
loader’s bibie” gives you the most 
comprehensive, authoritative and 
up-to-date information available 
today, on every phase of hand- 
loading. Containing over 8,000 in- 
dividual loads for rifle, revolver, 
and pistol cartridges. It discusses every model of 
shell and primer bullet and bullet mould, rifle and 
revolver 
A 240-page supplement includes important new 
material on electronic equipment, loading tools, 
military salvage, foreign and military cartridges, 
and the manufacture of smokeless powder. 
720 340 illustrations 


THE AMATEUR 
GUNCRAFTSMAN 


By James V. Howe 
This helpful book is for all those 
who are interested in the fascinat- 
ing hobby of working with guns 
and keeping their firearms in 
prime condition. It tells how to 
equip a gunshop, how to select 





$10.00 





Hs in five handsome volumes is a complete, authoritative library on 

rifles, guns, handguns, handloading, and gunsmithing. Sound, up-to- 
date information on all rifles manufactured in this country, with detailed 
instructions on how to identity, collect and repair them. Expert advice 
on metallic and telescope sights. Thousands of tested handloads for rifle 
and handgun cartridges. Clear, step-by-step instructions on etching and 
engraving. Restoring antique arms, etc., ete. 


and use tools. Covers the right woods for making 
gunstocks, gunstock design, tempering and = an- 
nealing steel, remodeling shotguns and handguns, 
barrel alterations, trigger details, formulas for oils, 
polishes, bluing methods, etc., ete. 


313 pages illustrated $4.00 


THE MODERN GUNSMITH 


By James V. Howe 
The most authoritative work ever 
written on gunsmithing and gun- 
making; invaluable to professional 
as well as amateur. It is the one 
work that every sportsman should 
have—a real guide filled with the 
most practical, detailed informa- 
tion to be found anywhere. 





| 
i 
H 
iy 
64-page illustrated Supplement 
Bringing the basic information in the two big vol- 
umes right up-to-the-minute with all latest develop- 
ments in the gun world. 


Two volumes. More than 300 illustrations 
941 pages $15.00 


SAVE 10% Mail this coupon and get complete 
© sportsman’s Library for only $39.60 


Funk & Wagnalls, Dept. OL- 153, 153 East 24th St. 
New York 10, N. Y. 














lease send me the complete five-volume Sportsman's 
Library (regular price $44.00) at your special price 
of $30.60. IL will pay for this set 
hecked below 


under the plan 


' 
' 
' 
' 
7 
bere : ' 
PAYMENT IN FULL 1 
paymen 
BUDGET PLAN...........1 enclose $4.60 as first pay- © 
ment and will send you $5.00 a month until the $39.60 8 
is paid. Unless | am completely satisfied with the 8 
Sportsman's Library | can return it within ten days § 
' 

' 

' 

| 

| 

' 

4 

' 

| 


I enclose $39.60 in full 


and you will refund in full any money | have paid 


FR RID  sevsiscrmsncsreinacecinntdnsatetitcnisanteicitibbheaniininnimicwsmuiaamniaiial 
Address 


City.. Paes sseseeee AONE 
, 


—_ eno aahees State . 
ve ordered separately at quoted prices 


Books ‘m ay 


a a oe oe oe oe oe oe oe oe oe oe 
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16x50 POWERHOUSE | 
PRISMATIC « COATED 50. 
Outstanding Value! 


TAX PAID 








Mignificent gift for the man who has everything! Compare 





it all ranges from 500 yds. to 25 miles for razor-shar} 
brilliancy of imuges and lack of distortion with any 
$250.00 domestic model! Brilliant viewing even in moon 
light Focus balanced for lifetime enjoyment, Center o 
individual focusing, Light! Ultra-prismatic, coated lens« 
Included fine leather case & strap Only 66.50 fully 
TAX PAID. 


e OTHER THORESEN’ - VALUES e 
7x50 Individual Focus (No. 153) Tax paid 
10x50 Center Focus Special (No. 155) Tax paid 


33.50 
49.95 | 
6x15 Uitra-Powertul 4 0z, model (No. 154) Tax paid 15.75 | 
8x25 Very light, yet POWERFUL. (No. 191)Taxpaid 24.95 | 
REMEMBER: All prices fully TAX PAID~ no extras! Ren } 
price shown for immediate prepaid delivery c.O.D 

plus postage. 5 Day Trial! You must be thrilled & iti 

fied or your mpg back! Prices subject to change without 
notice Order 


THORESEN’ § Dept 49-A-156 


140 FIFTH AVE. 
NEW YORK 11, N. Y. 














Now—You can grow the world’s 
most amazing ‘Tomato right in 
your own garden and get from 
2 to 3 bushels of delicious, ripe 
tomatoes from every vine. 


BURGESS CLIMBING 


TRop-2-GReP 


TOMATO grows 16 to 20 feet high. 
Huge, meaty, solid fruit, wonder- 
ful flavor. Some weigh as much 
as 2 pounds eac h. Unsurpassed 
for canning and slicing. Blight 
free—drought and disease-re- 
sistant. Grows in any garden. 
Outyields all other varieties, 


B® TRIAL PACKET 10¢c 
Postpaid. Order Today 

3 Packets for 25c 
Write for FREE complete 
Catalog listing many un usual 
Seeds, Plants and Bulbs. 
BURGESS SEED & PLANT CO. 
137 B. Galesburg, Mich. 





YOU'LL ENJOY THE OUTDOORS WITH 


cauaontes amcus AAA) BAT 


Keep Warm—comfortable 
in the coldest weather 


The ‘‘Alcan’’. made famous along the Alaskan High- 
way. has GENUINE MOUTON FUR. POPLIN TOP, 
QUILTED SATIN LINING. AND IS WATER REPEL- 
LENT. It’s the warmest. most comfortable hat you'll 
ever wear. Choice of dark brown mouton with brown 
or red top. Also in solid gray. Special All Red ‘‘Big 
Game Mode!” for hunters. Sizes 6!) to 8. Order Yours 
Today. Only $5.95 postpaid or C.O.D. plus charges. 
Complete satisfaction guaranteed or money back. The 
‘Alcan”’ makes an ideal gift too. 


ILLIAM GALLAGHER C 


616 N. Leroy St., Fenton 4, Michigan 
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contains all the 


CAR KIT 

















items you need on 


bottle opener, screw driver-key chain combina- 


RANCHER magazine rack is roomy enough 


the read—and seldom have w ith you. Fits in and sturdy enough for the whole family’s mag- 
glove compartment, and contains a brush for azines — and all you need is a screwdriver to 
personal or car use, polishing cloth, comb, put it together. Finished in Colonial Pine or 


Swedish blond, it’s $6.95. If you like to finish 


tion and windshield scraper to remove ice. your own, it’s $5.95. Measures 24°x21%6"x17”. 
$2.50 from Hyde's, 135-37 Northern Blvd., From Bryn Mawr Wood Crafts, 184 Lockwood 
Dept. OL, Flushing 54, New York. Avenue, Yonkers, N. ¥. 
Raed 

EARLY MORNING FOG around lakes, LATEST THING in air pistols, this new Cros- 
streams and shore is no problem for the wane man Model 130 incorporates several new engi- 
man who's equipped with these “‘Headlite neering features which permit higher power 
Foglites.”” Amber colored Polarav lenses snx ap and smoother operation. This gun is hz amme r- 
onto regular headlights to increase vision. re- less, and has a rifled barrel. Made in .22 cali- 
duce el: ire in bad weather. The ge $2.95 ber only, and priced at $9.95, it’s available at 
from Safety Industries, Inc.. Dept. OL. 77% sporting goods stores or from Crosman Arms 
W. Washington Blvd., Los Angeles 7, Cat Company. Rochester. New York. 








Grow authentic, LIVE dwarf trees! 
Fascinating hobby! Fabulous profit ! 


GROW MINIATURE TREES 


SEND FOR FREE SEED & INSTRUCTIONS! 


MINIATURE NURSERY CLUB 
Dept. 6-E, Box 18696, Rimpau Sta. 
Los Angeles 19, California 






Suede and Leather 


JACKETS 


(| . Dry Cleaned and Recolored 

eaning ' Like New 

S ALSO AVAILABLE FOR ALL 
m4 JACKETS AND COATS 

ervice 

new linings 

new xippers 

new knit cuffs, 

etl colors 

new fur collers 

new buttons 

new pockets 


YOU'LL BE PLEASED! 


weist bends, 


All et Reesoneble Prices 
DON’T BUY .. . SAVE MONEY 
a ae 


ALL WORK GUARANTEED 


WRITE FOR PRICES AND FURTHER INFORMATION 
] 11 A 


ED.ROPER — THORNDALE, PENNA. 
















SNO-TEC FISH SKINNING RRIEE 


Patent Pending 





IMAGINE cleaning 


Simplifies panfish cleaning fish right is 
the kitchen sink without muss or flying scales! Head, skin 
ne and undesirable belly portions are removed in ONE 
OPERATION and in ONE PIECE. Simple to clean a fish per 
minute Tempered, high-quality steel blade Ilus trated dires 
ti .2.0n U SLA 


SNO- TEC INDUSTRIES, Box 237L, Muskegon Heights, Mich. 
| POWERMASTER* 


HUNTING $18” 
CROSSBOW a 
— ——— => 








TuAL PHOTO 
KILLS ALL BIG NORTH ACTUAL 4 
AMERICAN GAME- 
DEER, BEAR 
ETC. 













POWERFUL 
_ SILENT 








New metal alloy 
reg.80 |b. pull, 33” bow 
A Shoots arrows like bullets. Beauti- 
nee" fully finished 34” heavy duty hardwood sfock 
Crafted to meet highest archery requirements. As 
large manufacturers we can mass produce this $45 
value crossbow for only $18.95. Precision trigger actior 
flat trajectory, pinpoint accuracy. Hunters knock down game 
at 200’. Cocks easily. Beginners shoot more accurately than 
professional archers. Silent, this powerful weapon permits 









quer? 


| extra shots at game. Adaptable for harpooning. Includes 3 


arrows, instructions. Extra arrows 60c ea. MONEY BACK IF 
NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED. Send $18.95 in check, cash 
or M.O. to TECHRITE CORP., Box B12, South Pasadena, Calif. 
* Professional Model of National Crossbow Ass‘n. 
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$2.00 


FOR " 
hide ¢ 
jacket 
Blue. 

collar 
horseh 
$15.95. 
Inc., 2 


13 ft 


WAR 














; FO R i N DOOR Li FE MILLIONS Are Paying 


, ee ; | ninemanna Too Much for 
ND OUTDOOR LIFE VITAMINS! 


Vitamins are costing Americans over three 
hundred million dollars a year. Much of this 
vast sum is spent needlessly. It's time folks 
taking vitamins should be told the plain facts. 
Stop taking vitamin products just on faith, 
prestige and with the mistaken belief that 
“high price’’ means ‘‘quality.’’ You can learn 
| the truth and be informed! No longer need 
] you complain about the high cost of v itamina. 
Yow you can get quick proof if you are get- 
ting your money's worth. 

Without cost or obligation you may get the 
answers to all the vitamin questions. Bo you 
know just what vitamins can do for you? 
Do you know the sole test of “‘quality’’ in 
vitamins is ‘“‘correct unitage’’? Is it desirable 
to use a supplement of minerals along with 
vitamins? How effective is the new wonder 
vitamin B-12 and Folic Acid in building rich, 
red blood? Are the lipotropic factors Inositol, 
Choline and vitamin B-6 of value in arterio- 
sclerosis (hardening of the arteries)? If your 
hair is turning gray, can vitamins be of help? 


| , ot : —— one x a a ak If you are just fagged out about 4 o'clock 
YOU CAN MARK about 300 items with this NEW GADGET BAG features a top that stays every afternoon, what's this got to do with 


“Scotch” tape. Puts your name and address open, allowing the camera user to pick out film | vitamins? Is there such a thing as an ‘‘anti- 
on guns, tackle, rods, boat equipment, camp- and accessories in a hurry. Expandable side | sterility’’ vitamin or what have vitamins to 
ing gear — all the things you’d hate to lose. pockets allow extra space. In burgundy, russet do with sex? Can you be immune from avita- 
Also handy for return addresses on letters. or saddle brown vinyl, the bag is scuff-proof, minosis by hoping to get your vitamins in 
Comes in white, green, silver, red, blue, yellow, waterproof, and dirt proof and it locks with a cereals, BIS08. San: ate, (eee 
orange tape with blue or black imprinting. key. $11.95 from Hinson Mfg. Co., Waterloo, we 1 _- 


- Pa ah others which have perplexed thousands of 
$2.00 from Miles Kimball, Oshkosh, Wisc. Iowa. poupte are answered in the most informative 


"REE book on vitamins that has ever been 
written. It is simple, easy to understand and 
fascinating, and most important of all, it will 
tell you how you may save many dollars on 
your vitamin needs, You should not miss this 
opportunity to get the facts about vitamins 
without cost or any obligation. Do not spend 
a single penny for vitamins until you get this 
book. Stop buying vitamins blindly. Send 
j posteard today for this free book and catalog 

} of over 100 products to VITAMIN-QUOTA, 
| | Dept. 20T, 880 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y.., 
| or Dept. 20T, 1125 Crenshaw Bivd., Los 
Angeles 19, California. 























guy oReCT? SAVE: HALF! 


Genuine GABARDINE ““s<ctave® 
DRESS PANTS 


for Year Around Wear 


FOR THE JUNIOR SPORTSMAN, it’s horse- CAR SNOW PLOW attaches on the front — 
Cros- hide of a different color in a rugged boys’ bumper of your car, jeep or light truck, and Pp i eB gy ~ 8 


m sacket 1 Ye, ¢ A irs mare ¢ -or-wi ‘ y S y who buy direct, save $8 on our 
engi ja ket in Hunter Gre en, Cordovan, or Admiral clear a car-width swath through snow up to we et ae fet cat dean 
ower Blue. The interlining and mouton-dyed lamb 18” deep. A very comfortable way of dealing Defects very slight, do not af- 

- ° ° ° ° re ’ ° ° . - j fect wear. Thousands order reg- 
ymer- collar will keep him plenty warm, and the with old man Winter’s drifts in driveway, ularly for dress, school, work. 

. : . : : : A are is nids crease. Zip- 
cali- horsehide is really rugged. Sizes 4 to 10, country road or dane. Painted bright yellow, pay a pag hg Blue, 
le at $15.95, 12 to 20. $22.95 from William Barry, it’s $79.95 from The C. L. Eshelman Co., Dept. ls ‘Btu Light Brown, Dare 

. . 2 | o e ° ir 
Arms Inc., 250 Canal Street, Lawrence, Mass. OL-24, 119 Light Street, Baltimore 2, Md. | | WAIST: 28 to 42 pleated or plain front. 

| (Sines 44 to 50, add 50c per pair.) 

SEND NO MONEY. Send name, waist 
size, Ist, 2d, 3d color choice. State if 
or 2 prs. (belt free with 2 prs.) Pay 
postman price plus small C.O.D. Or 
send price yond 25c pste. save C.O.D. 










* 














$2.50 Belt 3 








——— sof extra costs 
Money Back Gu: ~53 yrs. in business. °° eeeece 


LINCOLN TAILORS, Dept. OL-1 Lincoln, Nebr. 


STOP THE COLD/ DUCK AIT psi YOUR OWN DEER HIDE ||; — —_____—— 


Real comfort in cold Custom-tailored into fine garments 

climates for sports- 3 Your deerskin garments, gioves, mittens, or 
f td .. moccasins will mean more to you because they're 

Serene nen es Curae Wee custom-tailored from the deer hides you send us 

































ers. Keeps face, neck and —not from a stock assortment. Our painstaking 

eors warm during long ex- system of caring for. marking and _ tailoring 
guarantees finest quality finished leather. 

posure. Worn over face or Write for FREE CATALOG, shipping tags, ‘‘Helpful | 

under chin. Heavy, durable Hints’’ about caring for hides | 

yet soft and flexible. Fits all ESKIMO COMFORT MFG. CO. BERLIN, WISCONSIN 

head sizes. 100% wool. — 3 


Brown only. Send $1.00 to 


the Wosivecrco,toe8 GERMAN PRECISION SAVE 
(22 BLANK vP T° 













































on ALASKA SLEEPING BAGS 
GIANT BALLOONS QD j S 7 Oo L ie . 
Genuine Govt. surplus There is an Alaska Sleeping Bag to fit every need 
weather & target balloons. m weather condition and pockethook First choice of 
mop — be 3 make oat’ in Six Shot Repeater | sportsmen and outdoorsmen for over 38 years, Lowest 
FUL Seek weed i tae ge tach factocy prices. Write for free catalog describing Down, 
NT picnics, dances, fairs, etc. : Wool, Kapok filled sleeping bags, air mattresses, 
Great attention getters, it'll A U Y A ¥ 1 Down insulated garments. Guaranteed to satisfy. 
bring crowds to business = 
events, conventions, exhi- 
1: tock ea, trade shows; for For fun sports protection WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 
oc es, civic occasions or < ' . he u ¥ 
“es : ; ood against night prowlers! Precision made in the high tradi- ' —_ 
ts. As tno Cie eee tions of German guncraft! Exact dimensions, finish and Alaska Sleeping Bag Co. 
is $45 coast to coast. Order now design of death-dealing automatics. Uses only .22 eal. | © 309 5.W. 3rd Ave., Portland 4, Ore. 
actio at these low prices, harmless blanks, Specially designed chamber gives terrific | RUSH FR “S| B 
n gam UP aly Tp sa i i NR 49c percussion audible at enormous distances, enough to fright- | US EE “Sleeping Bag 
sly than NUE Peat Ros cece CUS cos ces ceate neek 79¢ en the daylights out of any ‘‘character’’, 6 shot fully | Bargain” Catalog to: 
mits Se ok Card as dre bela tee 9's ea oe ae .$1.59 automatic magazine. Empties ejected automatically. Safety 
oe Add 10% for handling and postage on all items. catch, Carbon steel construction; deluxe CORDOVAN Name 
ar Calif. residents please add sales tax handle. No police permit needed. Pistol only 9.95, Car | 
ACK tridges sold everywhere for about le ea. Send check or | Address. 
k, cash gig y-ray oe oe “—"y Pe m.o, for immediate delivery Monev-back guarantee | ° 
: " ept. -53, unset Bivd., Los Angeles 29, Calif. ’ 140 FIFTH AVE., DEPT. 49-A-111 7) a 2 ee - Oe ae 
— THORESEN $ NEW YORK 11, NW. Y. | See omen ed 
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JAIL JAMAS 


Daring Gift for Married Folks 


WITH PRISON 
REGISTRATION 
<< NUMBER! 


These ‘‘authentic’’ pris- 
on pajamas are sure to 
make a hit with love 
birds who have gone 
down the road to matri- 
mony! Jail Jamas are 
the ‘‘real thing’’——gen- 
uine prison stripes and 
registration number too! 
Fashionably tailored of 
luxuriant high count 
broadcloth, generously 
cut, durably made, An 
exceptional value at 4.98 
each or a set of two for 
him and her, at only 
8.98, Included with or 
der: A comical gift card 
entitled ‘‘Lose all hope 
ye who enter here’’—-il 
lustrated by a contem- 







wal 






- wheuteabmaneeeeien ~~ - 


porary artist Sizes 
Women 1 (regular) or 
» X (large): Men—B 
a ey oa (small) ‘ (medium); 
D (large). Send check 





or money order for prompt prepaid delivery of your Jail 
Jamas. Do it now while stocks are complete. Sa/isfaction 
guaranteed or moneu back! 


SP (17 PISTOL INVENTION: ly 
$9 98 full price > _ 


Complete with 
50 bullets 
postpaid 


Dept.49-A-46,140FifthAve. 
New York 11, N. Y. 
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Simplified 
percussion action 


Permits low cost 
shooting. Not an air or 
CO2 gun. Light 16 mg 
powder charge shoots 
.12 caliber lead bullets. 
Works like cap pistol . . . 
has only 4 moving parts. 
5 inch barrel. Free pamphlet on ex- 
pert target shooting, indoor-outdoor 
target ranges. Ammunition at stores. 
Limited quantity Spatz pistols. Sold 
direct only. Adults only. Send $2.98 
to LUNDE ARMS CORPORATION, 
BOX A 54,ALHAMBRA, en 


NEW BOW DEVELOPMENT ! 17= 


faster - smoother- more accurate 
Superior to any known wood 
Light spring aluminum steel 
alloy gives extraordinary 
thrust. Unusually flat 
trajectory gives you 
more accuracy 
Registered 50 
Ib. pull. Effic- 
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Nickel 
Finish 


“eo 


OUuT- 

SHOOT ~~ 7 
$30 BOWS! —_ 
Hunting,target. 
Scientifically de 
signed by a large 


manufacturer to give he. 


uniform perfection at low 


in, 





cost.Extreme durability-—-wont gant ient recurve 
split. Rawhide bound leather grip i tips. Pro- | 
Unusual bargain. Limited quantity bet fessional 
MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. Send 1295 to ™ ow. 
TECHRITE CORP Box 12A ,South Pasadena, Calif 
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GOODRICH UNITED STATES & OTHERS 
Finest Non-Skid Used Tires (Not Recaps) 


22 MONTHS GUARANTEE BOND 
-00-16$5.4916.50- tue te 95)|Send Ck. or 
.50-16 6.42]7.00-15 6.55IM. O. for 
4 é: 70-15 6.25 rush | “ship- 
7.94]7.10-15 6.35im 
750-17 5.95]7.60-15 aa . 
-25-18 5.95/8.20-15 7.0 TIRES 
-50-19 9.00!4.75-19 5. 9s $2 EXTRA 
Our pe is to select your tires as if 
our future depended upon them. 


DUANNAD 
wa 
2° 
~ 
rc) 







TIRE VALUE 







-00-20 1000-20 $20.84 
6.50-20 1100-20 20.84 
32x6 (8) . 5- 1000-22 18.54 
32x6(10) . 9.00-20 19.84 1100-22 21.54 





PERFECT] MILITARY “MUD-SNOW” TIRES 

TUBES |30 MONTH GUAR“NTEE BOND 
TRUCK $3]6.00-16 $9.95 9.00-16 $16.64 
$117.50-16 19.43 7.50-20 16.64 


BELMONT ['1H & SPRING GARDE 


N 
(Dept. OL-!) PHILA., PEN 
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DELUXE ENTERTAINING with the pro- 
fessional touch is possible with this new edi- 
tion of the “Cocktail and Wine Digest’ pub- 
lished by Oscar Haimo, Maitre de Bar of New 
York’s Hotel Pierre. Contains over 350 recipes 
from Oscar's private notes. Regular edition 
$1.00, deluxe $2.00 from Coc — and Wine 
Digest, 252 E. 61st St., Dept. 5, New York 22. 
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NEW BOOTS designed for use by our Armed 
Forces in Korea are now available to sports- 
men. They’re waterproof, and an_ insulated 
foot section provides warmth with only one 
pair of socks, something welcome for hunting 
in cold, wet snow. Stuart's “Bristolite’” Pacs, 
in whole sizes, 5 to 14, at $14.95 postpaid from 
Sportsmen’s Centre 39; Indian Orchard, Mass. 








SINGLE SERVER for a quick cup of coffee. A 
compact, lightweight aluminum coffee maker 
that fits on top of your cup, and brews on the 
drip principle—just add coffee and hot water. 
If you’re the one who always wants a cup of 
coffee at odd hours, this is for you. Each $1.2 
postpaid, from Whitman House, Dept. OL, 521 
Fifth Avenue, New York 17, New York. 





THIS FURLAMB RUG is just the thing for 
resting a tired hunter's feet. It’s thick and 
soft, and no two are marked alike. Natural 
shades are brown, mottled or gray-and-white. 
and it’s available in 16 dyed sh: ides, as well. 
Covers about seven square feet of floor. $12.45 
postpaid, from H. W. Brandt Co., 3631 No. 
Janssen Avenue, Chicago 13, Illinois. 
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.22 CAL. PNEUMATIC RIFLE. fay “if 


CROSMAN ARMS CO., Dept.42,Rochester20,N.Y. 





WHY HAVE GRAY HAIR 
When TOP SECRET RESTORES 
THE NATURAL COLOR? 


asks Jan Garber, Idol of the Airlanes 
‘No matter what color your hair 
was (black, red, brown, blonde) 
before it turned gray, TOP 
SECRET will restore that color!" 
says Jan Garber. famous dance 
band leader. “I noticed results 
after just a few applications 
And TOP SECRET is easy to use—doesn't stain the 
hands or scalp. I look years younger. TOP SECRET 
is the only hair dressing I use 


YOU LOOK YEARS YOUNGER 
TOP SECRET has been a favorite with 
famous personalities for yvears. Exclu- 
sive formula imparts natural color to 
gray or faded hair. Does not streak or 
injure hair, NOT A TINT ; 
Start using TOP SECRET now Send 
$3.00 (Fed, Tax incl.) for 6 oz, bottle 
Postpaid, No COD’s please. Money back 

if you're not delighted with results. 
Write Albin of CALIFORNIA Koom 402, 
1401-53 W, 8th St., Los Angeles 17, 
California, 








| Once used in deadly combat—now an 





SADDLE LEATHER CARTRIDGE BELTS 


Also cartridge belt slides, holsters, shell 
cases, other saddle leather products. Made 
by proces’ Western Leather Craftsmen 
since 1857. cRRORPERERRER® 
$785 Postrain © STTTirrr ees 
No. 11 2)” wide 


Give waist size. Write for Free Catalog name of nearest deaier 


THE GEORGE LAWRENCE CO., Dept. OL, Portland 4, Oregon 





Fen, DUELING SWORDS $ 98 


OF TWO 














exciting sport! Learn right at home 
Fun —safe” —educational. These 
swords are made of fine blue 


spring steel, polished metal guards, turned 


handles, rubber safety 
tips. Fencing teaches quick 
thinking, develops coordina 
tion, posture. Since the Middle 
Ages, Europeans have enjoyed 
the sport of dueling. “Now advo 
cated by U.S. colleges. Set includes 
two swords and the booklet, “ The Art 

of Fencing’. Special price. MONEY 
BACK IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED 
Fat sporting goods dealers or send $3.98 to 
TECHRITE CORP, Box 12-W,.South Pasadena,Calif 
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FOR INDOOR LIFE. 


AND OUTDOOR LIFE - 








THE WEATHER’S IMPORTANT to the out- 
doorsman, and here’s an important instrument 
for his desk or mantle. Lustrous black lucite 
case contains barometer, hygrometer, and ther- 
mometer for the complete weather picture. 
Hand painted inlaid tiles by a well-known 
sporting artist. $50.00 from Here’s How, 
590 Third Avenue, New York 16, New York. 





GUN CARE is a pleasure with this new .22 
caliber rifle cleaning kit which contains a 
three-section duraluminum cleaning rod, two 
bronze brushes, Nitro Powder solvent, Gun Oil, 
Patches, and complete instructions on care and 
cleaning. Complete, $2.75 at sporting goods 
dealers, or from Marlin Firearms Company, 
New Haven, Connecticut. 
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KEY CABINET keeps your important keys 
handy. Mark the wooden tabs for “Gun Cabi- 
net,” “Boat,” “Tackle Box,” or whatever you 
wish. Keys attach to chains, tab slides into rack. 
Made of pine, in the Early American style, it’s j 
as good Jooking on the wall as it is useful. 
About 7” tall, and $2.95 from Greenland Stu- | 
dios, 5858 Forbes Street, Pittsburgh 17, Pa. 


FISHERMAN’S PLIERS are now available in 
three sizes, adding more uses to the sports- 
man’s “mechanical hand.” Three tools in one, 
it'll be a welcome addition to any fisherman’s 
tackle box. Useful for cutting hooks and 
leaders, fly tying, adjusting motor, skinning 
fish, extracting hooks. From Sargent & Com- | 
pany, New Haven 9, Connecticut. 











WHAM-O 3itt 2548, 
SPORTSMAN * Axyee Ot! 
HITS LIKE A RIFLE— 

KILLS RABBITS, SQUIRRELS. 
Powerful, silent, accurate. 
For hunting, target, 
routing pests. 
Sportsmon's choice 
sold world 
over! 














HUNTING 
SLINGSHOT 


Heavy duty 7” ash stock. \ 
40 steel balls, extra rubber, target. | 
GUARANTEED. At dealers, or send $1.50 to 
Wham-0 Mfg. Co. Box 8P South Pasadena, Calif. | 
* Professional model of Nat'l Slingshot Assn. * 




























FISH-HUNT-BOAT 


\ In The Rain With The Amazing New 


) -ZIP 
OVERALL *4p>> 


With Detachable Parka Hood 
Roomy swing action coverall of 
famous Firestone Velon. Step in, 
zip it closed. Folds wet or dry 
into pocket size pouch. Ideal for 
fishing, hunting, boating, work- 
ing, etc. Sizes small, medium, 
large. Money back guarantee. 
Order today! We pay postage 
except on CODs. 


GARDINER PRODUCTS 


18E.11thSt. Dept. G-13, Kansas City 6, Mo. 





FOR COLLECTORS 
Carned in battles of the pest Used 


, Swaps a “aactnstat 


wo sabers 
poate be ottrectively ¢* crossed 
ren trom finest German 
ih 27%" 


tise 23 Devonet on temeus 1967 
Rotteng Bloc 


FREE oc if you order now! Handsome black 
@ teather scadbard trimmed in shining steel. 
Money back guarentee. No C 0 0's please 


WINFIELD ARMS CORPORATION 


Room 0OS-1, 409 E. Pico Bivd., Los Angeles 15, Calif. 





CorTINA 
makes it FUN fo 





SPEAK — 
FRENCH SPANISH 


RUSSIAN-GERMAN 
ITALIAN-BRAZILIAN-TAPANESE 


“‘Learn by Listening’’ to CORTINA RECORDS, at home, 
the NATURAL way — quickly, easily, cheaply. 


Only 15 Minutes a Day ° 


The CORTINA method, famous for 70 years, teaches you 
to speak like a native. THOUSANDS have found it the 
most fascinating, most effective way to learn languages for 
Pleasure, Business, Travel, Culture. INVESTIGATE! 


Send For FREE BOOK! 


Illustrated 32-page book, ‘“‘The Cortinaphone Short-Cut” 
sent FREE. No obligation. Tells just what you want to 
know. Interesting. Get it! 

IVUR TART | (WRITE 

| NN ee TODAY 
CORTINA ACADEMY (Est. 1882) | 
Suite 1701, 105 W. 40 St., N. Y. 18, N. Y. 


Please sen without obligation — your free book | 
I am interested in (check) 


() French (jSpanish [German [} Italian (7) Brazilian ! 
(CD Russian [Japanese | 
! 













,O VETS! check if NOW eligible under G. 1. Bill. m5 






Send us your Deerskins or Elk- 
skins . . . we'll tan them and 
make fine custom-tailored coats, 
gloves, mittens and many other 
useful, luxurious items... Skins 
also tanned for your use. 


JACKETS as low as $7.50* 
Gloves & Mittens from $.65* 


Fastest Service in the Country! 
Quality Styling and Craftsmanship 
We will supply extra skins, if 
needed, to make up your item. 
* Pius nominal tanning cost. 


FREE CATALOG SHOWS STYLES! Write for it TODAY! 


106 N. Water St 
MILFUR, INC. MILWAUKEE, WIS 























iin THROWING DAGGER 
BALANCED TO STICK! id 


The MALAYAN FIGHTING KNIFE 
is used for self-defense, killing 
game, target sk Il. Powerful, 
silent, accurate weapon 















Fun, 
Thrills, 





Splits 1" board a Excitement? 
at 30 ft. we Indoors outdoors, 

| gasyTo _ oF Learn this Sport! Easy 
THROW! one to throw accurately with ous 
clear instructions. Beautiful, heavy 


duty 10° knife Tough, 
rawhide-bound handle. Rare souvenir. unusual 
bargain. Limited quantity. Atdealers or send $1.98 


WHOLESALE IMPORT CO. Dept. T, 604 Marengo, Alhambra, Colif, 


Tempered steel 








De Luxe Model 
with Compass 3.95 
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‘ 
GERMAN MADE 

Long Range-With Carrying Case 
Importer’s sale—just in time for Christmas! 
Artisans. If you look thru them ONCE you'll be convinced of their 
terrific quality. 
sharp detail. Synchronized Center focusing. Ebony, simulated leather 
body, virtually impossible to break. Flex-O-Matic carrying case 
included. Order by No. 
Power Deluxe Model with carrying case & Compass (No. 
only 3.95. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money back! 


SPhevesan 


Made by GERMAN 


Genuine GROUND lenses with amazing clarity, 


134—yours for only—3.00. SPECIAL— 
134-B) 


Send check or m.o. for prepaid same day shipment. 


140 Fifth Ave., Dept. 49-A-134 
New York 11, N. Y. 
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‘When you want POWER ... 
you want PETERS High Velocity’” 


says George Redding, famous guide and hunter, Palm Bay, Florida 


mg “A treed raccoon is a vicious little You just can’t miss following the 
; critter. I take few chances of having lead of George Redding, who’s recog- 
one of my hounds cut up. That’s why nized as one of the best guides in the 
[ want to be able to finish off a rac- Indian River and St. John’s River re- 
coon fast and sure—and I depend on __ gions of Florida. 

Peters ‘High Velocity’ to do the job. And whether your game calls for 
“Whether I’m after raccoon, or wild- 22’s, 30-06’s or shotgun shells, you'll 
cat—turkey, quail or duck—my gun agree there’s no more powerful or 
is always loaded with Peters ‘High accurate ammunition in the world than 

Velocity’ ammunition.” : Peters “High Velocity.” 












Peters “‘High Velocity’’ 22’s_ have every- 
thing—strong brass cases, ‘‘Rustless’’ non-corrosive 
priming that gives you split-second ignition, balanced 
bullets, and just the right lubrication to protect your 
gun properly. They really pack the power for pests 
and small game! Stock up today on Peters ‘High 
Velocity’ 22's in the red, white and blue box. 


PETERS 


packs the 
POWER 


PETERS CARTRIDGE DIVISION, BRIDGEPORT 2, CONN. 
“‘Rustless"’ and “‘High Velocity’ are trademarks of Peters Cartridge Division, Remington Arms Company, Inc. 
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Send 10¢ today for your 
copy of the illustrated booklet 
“HOW TO DRESS, SHIP 
AND COOK WILD GAME.” 
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I'd been told we were 
crazy to try to hunt 
the snow-choked 
Phorofare, but that’s 
where guides and 
wranglers come in. 
I knew we couldn’t 
be in better hands. 
lop to bottom— 
FRANKIE LASATER 
FROSTY FOGG 
JIM MOOTS 
MERLE FALES 
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CHARLES ELLIOTT 


t 10,000 feet, the October wind was 
like the bite of a scalpel. It roared 
around both sides of the butte 

that blocked Deer Creek Pass, twisting 
great clouds of snow off the drifts and 
throwing them 100 feet into the air. To 
a thin-skinned Georgian like me, it was 
a fearful sight. 

Frankie Lasater and I stood close to 
our horses on the narrow divide. Be- 
tween us and the pass, 800 yards above, 
the trail snaked across the face of an 
almost sheer cliff. In summer, the trail 
was dangerous enough; now the great 
snowdrifts that hung on the canyon 
wall made it really perilous. 

A blast of wind off the frigid moun- 
tain hit us so hard I had to lean against 
it to stay on my feet. Frankie grinned 
at me and raised his hands to his hunt- 
er’s cap. “I guess I'll quit acting like a 
tough guy,” he said, “and pull my flaps 
down.” 

His calm words gave me a warm 
surge of confidence. 

“Frosty wants to put the pack string 
across first,” he went on. ‘Anything 
moving on that stretch may start a 
slide, and the horses are more expend- 
able than you and me.”’ 

We stood on the icy ridge and 
watched Frosty and Merle break trail 
for the horses, plowing through the hip- 
deep snow as confidently as if they 
were in a corral at home, ignoring the 
jagged rocks in the canyon a thousand 
feet below. One by one the pack animals 
fell in behind them. Then we too inched 
across the mighty white gash. 

We had been warned about trying to 
hunt Wyoming’s Thorofare country a! 
this time of the year. Most of 
camps that nestled in the brown-and 
gold September hills had been pulled 
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out before the first blasts of winter- 
to-come. Only a few days before, these 
boys who were now swearing the pack 
string along the rim of the pass had 
brought the last of Max Wilde’s camps 
out, thumbed their noses at the moun- 
tain gap, and sworn they wouldn’t lay 
eyes on it again until spring. And noth- 
ing could have made them renounce 
their vow except long friendship, ce- 
mented by other rough days we'd spent 
together in this high country in north- 
western Wyoming. 

“If you're tough enough to make a 
winter hunt up there,’”’ Merle had said, 
“IT reckon we're tough enough to go 
with you.” 

Frank Gross and Ike Farmer, of Toc- 
coa, Ga., were my hunting partners on 
this trip for elk and mule deer. Frank 
and I had been into the Thorofare be- 
fore, but this was Ike’s first taste of a 
sagebrush trail. And he was slogging 
through more snow than he’d ever seen 
in his life, all put together. 


efore we crossed the South Fork of 
B the Shoshone River and followed the 
meadow road to the first tall height of 
land flanking the valley, I knew that we 
were in the hands of one of the best 
crews west of the Mississippi. Each man 

the pick of Max Wilde’s personnel 
was a big-leaguer in his profession. 

Frankie Lasater, the head guide, was 
an outfitter himself, and, in a sense a 
competitor of Max’s. But in country as 
big and tough as the headwaters of the 
Yellowstone River, all men pull to- 
gether. 

Jim Moots was a Montana rancher 
who worked as a guide each season just 
to satisfy his love of the high country. 
Lean, lanky, quiet, and sharp-eyed as a 
mountain cat, he reminded me of one of 
my favorite boyhood heroes, Zane 
Grey’s ‘“‘man of the forest.” 

Merle Fales, black-haired, gray-eyed, 
and as handsome as a movie cowboy, 
owned his ranch and his own rodeo, 
which showed nightly through the sum- 
mer months at Cody. Merle himself was 
a champion rider, roper, and bulldogger. 

Paul Thompson, our cook, was an old 
friend of mine. At the ranch house he’d 
shaken my hand and said softly, “I owe 
you a good poisoning. In one of your 
stories you wrote that my coffee tasted 
like old tractor oil.” 

Frosty Fogg, the wrangler, completed 
the party. All in all, it was an outfit no 
man would mind being snowed in with. 

Jalley, Wyo.—-our jumping-off place 

is on the South Fork of the Shoshone 
and about 1!, miles above sea level in 
the Absaroka Range. At the end of the 
road our trail began, switchbacking 
across an almost vertical sagebrush 
slope, skirting a yawning chasm cut out 
of solid stone, then turning upward 
through a spruce and balsam forest. 
For eleven miles it climbed, crossing 
noisy brooks, zigzagging across the 
brows of hills, and edging around enor- 
mous rockslides under the rimrock 
walls. It climbed through 11,000-foot- 
high Deer Creek Pass and then sloped 
downward into the Thorofare area, 
Which lies outside the southeast corner 
of Yellowstone National Park. 
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The Thorofare is one of the great 
game lands of the west. Famed since 
the days of Buffalo Bill Cody, it has, 
because of its inaccessibility, remained 
an outstanding game area. From the 
nearest road a two-day pack trip is 
required to reach the heart of this wild 
upland. 

In late summer and early fall, when 
the elk begin to bugle, the Thorofare is 
a delightful place, its timberline slopes 
and high parks lush with grass and 
blossoming mountain flowers. In the 
winter, though, snow sometimes drifts 
twenty feet deep over the trail, which 
sees only an occasional trapper or 
ranger on snowshoes. 

I was thinking about that as we 
inched our way up the narrow white 
trail behind the string, hoping fervently 
that the horses and men would make it 
and not go toppling down the almost 
sheer cliff. 

“How do you feel?” I gasped to Frank 
Gross. 

“My lungs are on fire,’ he replied. 

The high, rarefied air, along with the 
terrific physical exertion, made it im- 
possible for us to get enough oxygen. 
But after an interminable length of 
time, and of straining to keep my foot- 
ing close under the rimrock, I looked 
down into the gap. 

“We got it made!” Merle yelled, from 
somewhere ahead. 

The western slope of the gap we had 
edged around was a broad flat, swept 
almost barren of snow. The trail left it 
on an easy grade, but the snow-stung, 
weary Forses plunged off it and made 
straight for some scattered tree clumps 
that offered a bit of protection from the 
razor-sharp wind and snow. The clouds 
of ice crystals were so thick that at 
times I could barely see the horse in 
front of me. I didn’t try to ride, but 
pushed downhill in front of my horse, 
Silver, plowing through drifts that came 
above my knees. The exertion was 
burning my lungss like a whiff of car- 
bolic acid, and for the first time in six 
hours I was warm all the way to the 
ends of my booted toes. 


n the timber we had some protection, 
I but the snow continued to plaster the 
pack string in white. By now we were 
dog-tired. We splashed through Open 
Creek, climbed the hillside, and dipped 
into the first of the meadows above 
Hammett Cabin. Night had fallen but 
there was no darkness, for the forest 
and meadows were filled with an eerie, 
chalky glow not unlike moonlight. 

I was humped in the sad:*s, my but- 
tocks numb, when we turued off the 
main trail to the Hammett Cabin cor- 
ral. There was a light in the log shack 
beyond. Paul had ridden ahead and 
built a fire, and the snow-laden wind 
was aromatic with coffee. 

I was glad to see the cabin, one that 
had been built years before for use in 
such weather. And I was not alone in 
my thanks that we didn’t have to pitch 
a tent that night. 

“In case anyone asks you,” Frankie 
said, when we stood in the warm glow 
of the kitchen stove, “you've ridden 
thirty miles today.” 


We gulped down hot coffee, unsad- 
dled our horses, and tried to lend a 
helping hand in unpacking the duffel 
before Paul called us to a table laden 
with hot bread, elk steaks, and more 
gallons of coffee. The guy’s a genius 
with pots and pans. 

At dawn next morning snow was still 
falling, and the trees around the cabin 
were more white than green. Frosty 
and Merle tended to the horses shortly 
before breakfast, and I shot an inquir- 
ing look at Frankie. 

“If the blizzard lets up,” he said, 
“we'll do a mite of hunting this after- 
noon.” 

Shortly after lunch the snow did let 
up, for the first time in twenty-four 
hours. Frankie figured we could get in 
at least three or four hours of hunting 
before dark. We scattered so as to 
cover as much territory as possible. 
Frank Gross and Frankie rode down the 
trail into the open meadows between 
the cabin and Bridger Lake; Ike Farm- 
er and Merle turned into one of the 
gulches above camp; and Jim and I 
backtracked to Open Creek and then 
swung along the broad meadow that 
climbed toward the peaks of the conti- 
nental divide. 

“They'll be moving after this storm,” 
Jim predicted. 


W: climbed a bench on the south side 
of the creek and rode through a 
fringe of timber that overlooks the 
meadow. For a mile we scanned the 
valley floor, looking for fres tracls in 
the snow, but none had crossed the flat 
since the storm. So we changed tactics 
and slid downhill into the bottom, where 
we could watch the open parks high 
under the rimrock. 

This change of location did it. With- 
in fifteen minutes we spotted two herds 
of elk. One bunch was near the crest 
of Buck Point, between Open Creek 
and the Thorofare, while the other ani- 
mals were foraging slowly through the 
high parks across the valley. The band 
on Buck Point contained a spike bull: 
the other herd seemed to be all cows, 
but they were close to the timber, and 
it was possible that a bull was slipping 
along, out of our sight. So we crossed 
the creek and turned straight up the 
mountain, circling to get downwind, 
behind the cows. 

We almost rode into a couple of them 

both dark, the sign of dry cows. How- 
ever, neither saw us. They didn’t lead 
us to any bulls either, even though we 
stalked them carefully on foot. But we 
did see a great many tracks of animals 
making for the Jackson Hole country, 
where they’d winter. 

Back in camp, over coffee, we 
swapped experiences of the afternoon. 
Ike had passed up a shot at a good 
mule-deer buck while he and Merle 
were trying to cut off a bull, but the 
fading light beat them to the draw and 
they also came in empty-handed. The 
two Franks had made a 300-yard shot 
at a buck that the guide swore was the 
best head he'd seen in all his years on 
the Thorofare. Frank Gross had sunk 
into the snow for a steady sight and 

(continued on page 56) 
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Trees gave the pack string some protection against the biting Wyoming winds but the snow beat down relentlessly 
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by EDMUND WARE SMITH 


ILLUSTRATED BY CHARLES LA SALLE 


ew Bement sat on the porch of our Maine cabin mustering reasons why 
he should take the canoe and go out on the stormy lake alone. The 
canoe belonged to my wife and me. In the sense of long, warm 
friendship, so did Lew. Our fondness for him doubled our desire for his 
safety. But to have a couple of relatively young punks hovering around 
and safeguarding him infuriated Lew. You couldn’t blame him. He wanted 
to be let alone. 

But the catch is this: Lew Bement is seventy-odd years old. That, 
plus a small canoe and a treacherous lake, is a set-up for trouble. 

We didn’t like it. Black squalls were chasing each other offshore, and 
a cloud over Traveler Mountain looked like the wreckage of midnight. 

“See that?” I said. 

“So what?” said Lew. “All I see is a cloud.” 

He glared at us through his bifocals. While the wind whipped his white 
hair, he practiced a few frowns and generated fury to meet the resistance 
he knew he was going to encounter. Then he kicked his tackle box and 
it gave forth a sound of anguish as—once more—Lew hurled himself into 
the Annual Canoe Argument. 

“All my life I’ve wanted to have fun in the outdoors, and now that I’ve 
got the chance, you won’t let me. Hell with the both of you! I want to 
take that canoe and the little outboard motor, and go fishing and frogging.” 

“It’s too squally,” I said. “And I’ve got work to do, so I can’t go with 
you.”’ 

“T don’t want you to go with me!” 

“O.K., Lew,’’ said Mary. “Tell you what. We'll put the big boat in the 
water, cross the lake, and hire a good guide.” 

This suggestion was so obnoxious that Lew kicked his tackle box again 
and hurt his big toe. “I don’t want a guide. I want to be on my own.” 

“Will you take a Mae West life jacket ?”’ 

“I wouldn’t even take Mae herself.’ 

Deadlock! Neither side gave an inch, and the familiar wall of stub- 
bornness reared between us, lasting till first-drink time, when peace 
reigned again, the hermit thrush sang in the darkling forest, and rancor 
was no more, 

The Canoe Argument has been going on for six years, getting a little 
hotter each year. The situation is complicated by the fact that Lew 
Bement has known me since I was a kid of twelve or so. In those days, 
Lew was the captain, the guide, and the adviser—and also the dispenser 
of canoe privileges. That the positions should be (continued on page 75) 


“T said romance and I meant 
romance,” he shouted, giving 
the tackle box a rattling kick 
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Doc held up his kill belligerently 


The UNCOOK 


had always thought that feuding 

was a custom peculiar to America’s 

last frontiers. That is, I did until 
I stumbled onto a couple of citizens of 
Florida’s panhandle who regularly took 
potshots at each other. Not with guns; 
I don’t suppose that Ben Waddill ever 
even pointed one at Dr. Sapp, and I’m 
sure the Doc would consider such action 
beneath the dignity of his profession. 

Yet their rivalry involved guns and 
lonely swamp woods and marshes teem- 
ing with game. Outside such a setting 
they were good friends. In a fishing 
boat, each maneuvered to give the other 
a choice spot over a redfish drop, say. 
In social relations, they were as close 
as an oyster to its pearl. But when it 
came to hunting—-why, not even the 
chips knew where they were likely to 
fall. 

I wasn’t aware of all this when they 
invited me to spend the last day of the 
goose season with them in the oyster 
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flats around Spring Creek, on the Gulf 
of Mexico. I didn’t know that Ben still 
resented having to give up his Christ- 
mas turkey to Doc in the dim recesses 
of the Apalachicola Swamp. By pick- 
ing up bits of testimony here and there, 
I finally put the story together, but that 
was much later on. 

It seems they were camped on a 
high sand hill, and Doc had roosted a 
flock of young gobblers just at sun- 
down. He told Ben about it that night 
at the campfire, and gave his hunting 
partner the exact location. But he'd 
been careful to let Ben see him come 
back to camp from another direction. 

“You go into that swamp before day 
in the morning,” he invited, ‘‘and I'll 
hunt the big timber on the other side 
of the ridge. I’m real anxious for you 
to get a shot.” 

Ben reacted exactly as Doc had an- 
ticipated. He insisted on hunting the 
big timber, and Doc brought his feath- 


ered Christmas dinner out of the river 
woods where he'd roosted the flock the 
night before. 

So although I didn’t know it, the 
feud was hot when I stepped in. 
Through the courtesy of Paul Kreager, 
manager of the St. Marks National 
Wildlife Refuge, I .had ridden and 
slogged from one end of the refuge to 
the other, taking pictures of the largest 
concentration of Canada geese in the 
Southeast. The birds were there. Paul 
had estimated that some 20,000 geese 
used his refuge each fall and winter, 
and that approximately 10 or 12 per- 
cent were taken by gunners in season. 


W; had permission to hunt this last 
day on a lonely point of Big Piney 
Island, which lies between the outer 
barriers of the Gulf and the mainland. 
Ben and Doc had shot in this territory 
the year before-—-and both had come to 








Rie 
oth 
and 
face 
a s 
aga 
the 
stra 
It 
way 
wat 
we 
tury 
us 
hou 
Doe 
of t 
B 
moo 
one 
Spri 
hou 
It w 
f P 














grief. Bach trying his best to lose the 
other in the wilderness of oyster shell 
and uncertain channels, they had met 
face to face coming around the point of 
a shell island, and while they tried 
again to talk each other into trouble 
the tide went out and left them both 
stranded for the night. 

It takes years to get to know your 
way through the oyster flats when the 
water is low. That was one reason why 
we employed Bob Reddish, a half-cen 
tury resident of Spring Creek, to guide 
us to the point on Piney Island two 
hours before dawn. He’d fished with 
Doc and Ben before, but he didn’t know 
of their gunpowder feud. 

By the uncertain light of a crooked 
moon we loaded our gear and guns into 
one of the clumsy bateaus berthed at 
Spring Creek. It was at least two 
hours before dawn when we took off. 
It was only an hour’s run to the point 
£ Piney Island, but the tide was going 





ED GOOSE 


out and Bob had said that by daybreak 
we wouldn't be able to drag our boat 
within half a mile of the high land 

Ben and Doc, on the wide middle seat 
of the big boat, were jawing at each 
other. Even I—still ignorant of their 
seasonal hostility—-could detect some- 
thing in the wind besides the ripe smell 
of the salt marsh. Their extreme po- 
liteness, their desire to be mutually 
helpful in bringing home limits of 
geese, had a phony ring 


bem take the point of island,’ Doc 
said, ‘‘and I'll make my blind at the 
mouth of the little creek where Fred 
killed that big goose last year.” 

Ben shook his head. ‘‘No. The point 
is the best location. I'd like for you and 
Jim to shoot there.” 

“Hadn't you better take Jim ?”’ 

“Two guns are better than one,” Ben 
argued. ‘And with you two on the 


“You used buckshot,” snarled Ben 


by 


JIM McGRAW 


point, we ought to have a great day.” 

Now Bob Reddish broke in. “Why 
don’t one of you go across to Marsh 
Island, a quarter mile in front of 
Piney?” he asked. 

3oth hunters were instantly and ob- 
viously suspicious. They looked at each 
other and then at Bob, wondering 
whether he’d been bribed into a con- 
spiracy. Bob piled more fuel onto their 
suspicions 

“There's a wide flat at the point ot 
the little island,’ he said 
there in droves when the tide is low. 
Fither of you could get his limit easy.” 

Doc snorted. ‘Then why don’t we all 
go there?” 

Bob had a ready answer. ‘There 
ain't room but for one shooter. We'll 
do better to split up one gunner on 
the little island, two on Piney.” 

3en shook his head. We'll all go to 
Piney,” he stated. 

30b shrugged and went back to the 


“Geese gather 
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business of navigating through the 
channels that wound in and out among 
the oyster bars. When the black out- 
line of the island loomed in the purple 
darkness he cut his motor. The bateau 
scraped on the shell bottom and shud- 
dered to a stop. 

“We'll have to wade from here,” Bob 
said. 

Gathering an armload of guns, cam- 
eras, and coats, I stepped over the side. 
I expected knee-deep water, but it came 
only to my ankles, and I sloshed after 
Ben and Doc toward a mudbank that 
bristled with reeds. On the uncertain 
footing of the mud, I paused to catch 
my breath and glance back. Bob was 
dragging his boat across the point and 
into a narrow creek. 

Above the whisper of wind out of the 
darkness, I could hear geese, thousands 
of geese, talking low among themselves. 

“It’s not too far out there to open 
water,’ Ben whispered. “‘They may even 
be all over that point. So stoop down, 
or they’ll see you against the starlight 
on the skyline. Stay low.” 

Crouching, I followed the two hunters 
down a narrow hallway through the 
reeds for a quarter mile, to where the 
marsh sloped up to a sandy point cov- 
ered with low, dense vegetation. On our 
hands and knees, there in the darkness, 
we held a whispered consultation. 

“You two will get the best shooting 
here,”’ Ben insisted. “I'll be right over 
there, where the creek winds into the 
marsh.” He pointed with his gun 
barrel. 

Had I misjudged him? The very tip 
of the point certainly looked like the 
best goose blind to me. It was a nat- 
ural flyway between rafting water and 
the feeding grounds behind us. 

Ben disappeared into the darkness 
and Doc chuckled. “Any man with 
sense ought to know that geese won't 
fly up that narrow creek today.” 

I made myself as comfortable as pos- 
sible against the damp earth and set- 
tled back to wait dawn. Around me 
the grass whispered, and little waves 
kicked up by the wind lapped at the 
sand. The restless geese talked among 
themselves, and ragged clouds scudded 
across the stars. 

Dawn came, almost imperceptibly at 
first, then in a burst of radiance. 
Through the leafy barrier in which I 
crouched, I watched the black outlines 
of the islands swiftly change to gray, 
while the running tides soaked up the 
kaleidoscopic tints of dawn. 


ry\wenty feet away, Doc was scratch- 
ing in his blind like a hen making 
her nest, and gurgling with whispered 


words. I crawled under the brush on 
my belly to where he crouched. He was 
almost inarticulate, pointing to the 
broad expanse of water which lay be- 
tween us and another distant point of 
the island. Spread out upon it were at 
least 1,000 geese, riding the placid 
bosom of the sound. 

“How can we fail?” Doc said. ‘‘Pea- 
nut fields, where the flocks do most of 
their feeding, lie on the high land be- 
yond Spring Creek. Every goose that 
goes to feed must come over this point.”’ 
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“Look,” I broke in. “I don’t know 
how many geese you've ever killed, but 
not a bird’ll come within miles of us if 
you don’t stay down and keep quiet.” 

“O.K., O.K.,” Doc warbled, scarcely 
hearing my words, “but it’s gonna be a 
great day.” 

I crawled back to the nest I had made 
in the grass and sand and stretched out 
on my belly, where I could watch the 
flocks. I thought I knew the habits of 
geese, and if these birds followed the 
usual routine they wouldn’t have to 
forage in the fields until the sun was 
at least half an hour high. So I settled 
back to wait. 


ry \he eastern sky grew brighter. The 
aah peeped for a moment through 
low-lying clouds, then climbed into 
draperies of vapor above the horizon. 
Suddenly I heard Doc hiss like a donkey 
engine letting off steam. I looked 
toward the open water to the south. A 
dozen big birds had left their briny 
roost and were cruising toward us, not 
more than twenty feet above the sur- 
face of the flats. They were flying fast 
and srowing bigger, singing their 
melodious song of the flyways. The 
long neck of the leader was outstretched 
and I could see the power in his wings 
as he breasted the dawn wind’s cross 
currents. 

In another ten seconds they’d have 
been directly over our heads, and not 
more than thirty feet up. I had tensed 
my muscles for the leap into action 
when Doc’s gun went off with a blast 
that jarred the fillings in my teeth. At 
200 yards, the birds were far out of 
range. The leader flared and turned, 
clamoring loudly. The ragged flock 
swept away from the point, still climb- 
ing, and Doc, standing with his head 
and shoulders above the brush, looked 
at me in dismay. 

“I don’t see why I didn’t get a couple 
of birds out of that bunch,” he com- 
plained. 

“You must think that Magnum of 
yours has the range of a 75 mm. can- 
non,” I retorted. ‘Hit the cover and 
I'll tell you a secret.” 

On my hands and knees, I crawled 
again to his nest. He was incredulous 
when I told him that the flock of birds 
he’d blasted at had been 200 yards 
away. 

“If you don’t mind,” I added, “allow 
me to suggest that as long as ducks 
and geese are coming toward you, let 
‘em come. In the air they’re so big you 
can’t judge how close they are, and 
you'll get your maximum number of 
shots if you wait until the birds reach 
the nearest point to your blind and then 
start away.” 

Doc grinned ruefully and jammed 
more shells into his gun. “I reckon,” 
he said, ‘‘that method would have its 
advantages.”’ 

Somewhere in the distance I heard a 
cackling sound that I first thought was 
a marsh hen; then I decided it was Ben, 
enjoying the fact that our first flight 
of the day had passed on unscathed. 

We settled back to wait again and in 
the next forty-five minutes, four big 

(continued on page 87) 


The 
ATLANTIC 
SALMON 


Every fresh-water angler 
who has ever tucked into a 
river-running Atlantic sal- 
mon has immediately said, 
“This is it! This is it! This 
is the fighting gamefish.” 

Unfortunately, relatively 
few of us get a chance at the 
Atlantic, because its range 
on this continent: is rather 
restricted, embracing north- 
ern Maine and eastern Can- 
ada— Nova Scotia, New 
Brunswick, Newfoundland, 
Quebec. There was a time, 
though, when spawning sal- 
mon ran up coastal rivers as 
far south as Delaware. 

The Atlantic is, of course, 
famed in England, where 
for centuries it has been re- 
garded as the gamefish of 
the nobility and gentry. 

Once a year, in spring, 
summer, or fall, it leaves 
the Atlantic Ocean, where 
it has spent most of its life, 
and swims up a coastal river 
to the very spot where it 
hatched. Fighting the fast, 
cold water, climbing the 
falls, the salmon is sleek, 
silvery, and trim, bursting 
with life—a do-or-die an- 
tagonist for the fisherman 
lucky enough to get it on a 
fly. Lucky is the word, be- 
cause the salmon fasts while 
on its run and must be 
coaxed into taking a lure. 

A big salmon runs 15 or 
20) pounds; a 25-pounder is 
enormous. (The record fish, 
79 pounds 2 ounces, was 
taken in Norway in 1928.) 





But the best fighters, say 
experienced anglers, are the 
salmon of average size- 
around 8 or 10 pounds. 


Painting by 
JAMES E. MASON 


NEXT MONTH: Another Sportsman's Progress 
painting by Amos Sewell 

















PHOTO BY J. RODLE 


year ago I told you the story of 

how I hunted and shot a family 
group of chamois in the German 

Alps for the Smithsonian Institution in 
Washington, D. C. (‘What the Doctor 
Ordered,”’ January, 1952). While on 
that hunt, near Sonthofen in the U. S. 
Zone of Germany, I sighted an excep- 
tionally beautiful stag, or red deer, as 
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this species of elk is called in Germany. 

He was a large, truly magnificent 
specimen and I had an opportunity to 
study him carefully through my binocu- 
lars at daylight one morning. The most 
unusual thing about him was the abso- 
lute symmetry of his large rack of 
horns, plus the fact that each of his two 
main beams branched at the end into 


Three points capping each main beam make this German elk a “crown hirsch”—a rare trophy 


three points. This made him what the 
German hunters call a ‘crown hirsch” 

a royal hatrack, so to speak-—-and a 
most desirable trophy. 

Now, these royal hirsch have been 
hunted so assiduously that nearly all 
of them have been killed. A few, of 
course, mature eight or ten years after 
birth, so the supply, though small, prob- 
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ably will never be completely exhausted. 

At that time the season on red deer 
had closed, so there was nothing I could 
do but look. However, an idea hatched 
in my mind. When I had sent my six 
chamois to Dr. Waldo Schmitt, the 
Smithsonian’s curator of zoology, I 
wrote and asked if he’d be interested in 
a crown hirsch. 

He would indeed, the doctor wrote 
back, and a cow to go with it if possible. 
Right then I started making plans, and 
determined that I'd try for the very 


best-—a crown hirsch with at least ten 
points. I realized, of course, I was aim- 
ing rather high, but I knew that there 
were several stags that good in the 
Sonthofen area. 

A friend of mine, Lieut. Col. Parker 


Connor—an enthusiastic hunter— agreed 
to go out with me, and we arranged to 
be in the mountains during the first ten 
days of September. Early in August I 
got reports from Herr Bohrer, my Ger- 


man jaeger, or guide, that he had 
spotted three hirsch which filled my 


requirements of ten points and a crown 
on each side. 


Brabson and his bull, now in the 
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HATRACK 


MAJ. KIMBERLY BRABSON 


by 


Colonel Connor and I, having ar- 
ranged for ten days’ leave, began to 
assemble our equipment and check our 


scope-sighted rifles, to be sure that 
everything was in good shape. There 


was no need for the climbing gear I'd 
used on the chamois hunt, for red deer 
range in heavily forested areas on the 
lower slopes of the mountains. 


decided to use my .30/06 rifle, since I 
had Speer bullets specially 
handloaded for the hunt: But I took 
along my .270, too-—just in case. When 
the time came we drove from Heidel- 
down into southern Bavaria, al- 
to the Austrian border. There, in 
the town of 
up against 
into a tiny hotel. 

That night Herr told me he 
had lined up three really fine 
One was quite old and had extremely 
long, heavy horns, but it had no crowns 
and only six points. Another was a ten- 
pointer with a crown on each beam. 
And finally, there was a twelve-pointer, 
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the mountains, we moved 


Bohre} 


slags. 


Institution 


also with a crown on each side. The 
jaeger held his arms over his head to 
demonstrate the size of the rack, and 


then and there I decided that he was the 
one I wanted. 

Herr Bohrer explained that since the 
rut was about two away, the 
three stags would stay in one area and 
try to round up harems. And having 
seen the stags that week, the jaeger 
knew where to find them. We made 
plans to start out next morning, long 
before daylight. 

I had a light American car with all 
the guts in the world. Since it was al- 
ready full of dents, I had no hesitation 
in jamming it over the rough mountain 
road as far as it would take us. But it 


weeks 


nearly met its match in that logging 
road. After an hour of dodging rocks 
and gunning through mudholes, we 


the road 


here we 


came to a small hut where 
ended in a turn-around loop 
unloaded our rifles and equipment and 
prepared to start up the mountains. 
The old saying has it that it’s always 
before dawn, and we found it 
(continued on page 62) 


darkest 





It took half a day to get the big elk down the mountainside 
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Two horses reared and started throwing punches, screaming wildly. Then a mare laid back her ears and came in on the gallop 


*ve had my dealings with ornery horses, but that string of 
pack animals up in British Columbia in the late summer 


of 1951 were worse than fighting cocks. They had sur- 
vived the previous winter by the elemental process of kick- 
ing attacking wolves to death. Somewhere along the line 
they’d got the notion that man was no better than a wolf. 
And how they did hate one another! 

We were up in the remote mountains of the Atlin region 
f British Columbia on one stage of the big-game expedition 
(‘ve described in earlier articles. At this particular time we 
vere out for grizzlies but were getting no co-operation from 
the bears. Besides me, there were Doc Braddock; Vernon 
Speer, the bulletmaker; my son Bradford; Watson Smarch, 
the outfitter, who was taking a sort of busman’s holida 
Buck, the horse wrangler; and our guides, Harry and George. 
\s camp cook and part-time wrangler we had George’s 
pretty daughter, June. 

The packhorses had been as nasty as wasps all along, and 
then came the melee near Eva Lake. We had stopped mo- 


mentarily to adjust a pack when one of the nags stretched 
out her neck and sank her long, yellow teeth into the rump 
of a gelding. 

Brother, that did it. The gelding reared up until he seemed 
three stories high, and came down with both front hoofs on 
the back of the mare. Her pack burst open, spilling supplies 
Then the two of them got up and started throwing punches 
at each other, screaming wildly. Another mare laid back 
her ears and came in on the gallop, figuring that if two is 
company, three is a battle royal. 

George, who happened to be holding her lead rope, was 
jerked from the saddle. His mount promptly took off, want- 
ing no part of the free-for-all. The rest of the packhorses 
were now tucking into one another. I heard the sharp crack 
of a hoof striking bone, and looked around in time to see poor 
Watson hit the ground like a neck-shot deer. He grabbed his 
knee and his eyes glazed with pain, while beads of cold 
sweat broke out on his forehead. 

Doc Braddock swung out of the (continued on page 106) 
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I got this mammoth rainbow, but only by 
ditching a lifetime of casting experience 
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The “trout fly’—actually a stone fly— 
is a big producer on Idaho’s white water 








by CLYDE ORMOND 


sun was warm with the promise of a fine opening day. It was midmorning 
and J. B. and I had been fishing for an hour, happy to be alive and naturally 
expecting to tie into a monster rainbow trout anytime. 

Once again I flipped the release of the spinning reel, and sent the flimsy nylon 
threadline out over the water. The lure, a dark, inch-long, live stone fly known 
locally as a “trout fly,” disappeared immediately into the white spray of a tiny 
backwash. 

20; CEG. 6. 

Striking mildly, I felt the sudden explosion of a trout. In that churning, treacher- 
ous water he felt like a lunker. But two minutes later he showed on the surface— 
an eleven-inch cutthroat. Moments before, J. B. had taken a rainbow of the same 
length two rods upriver. He grinned as I lifted the flapping fish onto the grass. 

Now, an eleven-inch trout—first strike on opening day after one has waited a 
year—shouldn’t be sneezed at, ordinarily. But in my case that Idaho specimen was 
almost the last word in disappointment. 

You'd have to know the cause, which went back to opening day in Montana the 
year before. J. B. can catch trout behind a garden hose. Not mere fish, you under- 
stand, but the kind you mount and hang on den walls. Locally, he’s rated with 
Ike Walton himself. 

“Tell you what,” J. B. had said. “You come with me up to the Madison for the 
opening. If you don’t get your limit of three and four-pounders within half a day, 
I'll disown you as a fisherman.” 

One thing about anglers—they’ll take a bait twice as fast as a rainbow. So to 
the famed Madison we went. And we caught only one trout; I got him. Sure, the 
Madison is a fine stream. Sure, they’d just turned the water at Hebgen Dam, and 
no self-respecting rainbow will nibble when you change the water level. 

It rankled J. B. all year. So last season he was out to redeem himself. He 


VE FOR 
THE L0G 


called me two months in advance. “Say, you, I owe you something,” he announced. 

“What?” 

“An opening-day fishing trip. With fish.” 

ee di 

“So we're taking off. Just the two of us. It’s a place you can’t reach except by 
jeep, a gorge on the North Fork of the Snake. And this time ” 

I’ve fished the North Fork for half a misspent lifetime, and it had always pro- 
duced. Big stuff, regardless of weather, water condition, or numbers of anglers 
But all those years I’d dreamed of some place on it where the fishing was inac- 
cessible. Where, if one would hike in, or ride a saddle horse, he might, for once, 
have a hundred yards of water all to himself. So J. B.’s suggestion looked like it 

“T'll be ready,” I promised. 

To make such a promise, and then let your neighbors know of it, is a mistake 
You see, a number of us have some acreage for which we exchange irrigation 
water. Yep, you guessed it. All winter my ‘friendly’ water partners connived so 
that I’d have to tend water on opening day of the fishing season. Maybe they 


[= river gorge was filled with wild, white, cascading water, and the spring 
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Less hardy fishermen passed up the treacherous log. But J. B. had a long-cherished hunch that paid off in a startling manner 


figured this compensated for the fact that they couldn't 
catch trout. 

“I’ve got bad news,” I told J. B. over the phone. “I can’t 
get away till 8 o’clock opening day.” 

“Just right,” he answered. ‘Trout are lazy, too.”’ 

For a week before the season opened roughly 100 percent 
of Idaho’s and Utah’s population moved to the fishing 
grounds. Cars, boats, boats, cars, people by the thousands. 
By the time we got onto the highway, with the season al- 
ready hours old, the male population had vacated the valley. 

“No hurry,’ J. B. kept reassuring me. “Big trout don’t 
get up early in the mornings. We'll take our time. Start 
fishing when we get around to it. Anyway, nobody will be 
at our place.” 

Well, you'll know what happened. When we'd herded the 
jeep in and out among pines, over blowdowns, and almost 


vertically down to the gorge bottom, we found it bulging 
with people in waders. Standing on each upreared boulder 
at water’s edge; threading in and out along both banks, like 
rows of eager ants; planted like posts out in the middle of 
the rifles. And all of ‘em had headed downstream through 
the stretch of water J. B. had promised would produce my 
limit of lunkers. 

I groaned. “This, after waiting a whole year.” 

“Just right!"’ J. B. enthused. ‘People won't bother us. 
Besides, none of these guys can catch the big stuff in this 
water. You gotta know how.” 

3ut after an hour's fishing we had only one trout apiece 
So we headed downstream. Each fishless angler had the 
same story: “Lots of trout flies flyin’, but the fish won't take 
nothin’. Or else they ain't in here.” 

“Don't us get discouraged,” J. B (continued on page 93) 
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MAGNIFICENT 





indecisive, like a steam whistle that vacillates be- 
tween two unpleasant notes. Indeed, everything 

about this peculiar hound is neither one thing nor the other. 

Her ancestry includes a portion of bloodhound, another of 
black-and-tan hound, and just a dash of bluetick. As a re- 
sult of these ingredients, Maggie looks bloodhoundish in 
front, with the other breeds struggling to express superiority 
in the rest of her body. The general effect is that of a red- 
dish, drag-eared, nondescript hunting hound with the facial 
expression of a fourteen-year-old girl who doesn’t know the 
facts of life. 

From the first of her training in New Mexico, life became 
a nagging series of awful decisions to this dog. Cass Good- 
ner, her owner and first friend, started Maggie out with a 
male running mate named Jiggs. These two young hounds 
chased the house cats around the San Ysidro ranch house 
together. It was Jiggs, however, who was the aggressor in 
these forays. Maggie pursued a cat until the fleeing animal 
was almost in her mouth. Then, at the crucial moment of 
the capture, something switched in her mind. Inexplicably 
she would dash off after a butterfly or simply come back to 
see what her owner was doing. 

“That hound blips around like a bat,” Cass often said, but 
he kept her just the same. 

Jiggs, the aggressor with the one-track mind, had his nose 


Mi ‘nee never can make up her mind. Even her bark is 






The hair prickled on the 
back of my neck as I turned 


parted by the claw of a bobcat and almost died from a 
porcupine disaster which left his jaws and throat studded 
with broken and deeply imbedded quills. Maggie and Jiggs 
together ran a ten-point deer out of the Jemez Mountains 
near Cass Goodner’s ranch and it came to bay under the 
bridge where the highway crosses the San Miguel wash. 
For this escapade, Jiggs received a thrashing. Maggie 
escaped punishment only because she had gone off to look at 
prairie dogs in the middle of the chase. 

At two years of age, Jiggs, a persistent and enthusiastic 
deer runner, was banished from the pack. Maggie missed 
this fate simply because she never did anything, right or 
wrong, long enough at one time to merit either praise or 
blame. 

“She’s like a society woman with the hives,’’ Cass re- 
marked when I asked him why he hadn't banished Maggie. 
“But she has a good nose. Maybe one of these days she'll 
make up her mind.”’ 

As the intermittent snows of Maggie’s second winter 
deepened on the mountains, a rancher named Snooks Burris 
telephoned us from Socorro that he had seen lion tracks in 
the Mule Shoe. 

Some miles west of the Rio Grande, below Socorro, the 
lava ridges arc out in a broad sweep that has long been 
known as the Mule Shoe. Here the piedmont of the mountain 
is almost completely encircled by (continued on page 42) 
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| Hum. Fine day. Air’s bracing up here. Makes an old goat like me feel good. 
Ah, what do I see over there? Very interesting. Guess Pll go take a look 












don’t know of a better place to watch 
Rocky Mountain goats than a sec- 
tion of the Custer State Park area 
in South Dakota’s Black Hills. It’s a 
wild, craggy region bounded on the 
north by Mt. Rushmore, south by the 
Needles, and takes in Harney Peak and 
Elk Horn Mountain. In it are some 350 
goats, descendants of six imported 
from Canada in 1924. : 

Recently Bob Gage of the South Da- 
kota Game, Fish and Parks Commis- 
sion offered to take pictures of the 
goats if I'd guide him. So one week-end 
we picked up Bob Twist, who's with the 
U.S. Indian Service, loaded ourselves 
with cameras, and took off for the up- 
per Grizzly Creek country. 

On that trip Gage got the extraordi- 
nary goat pictures which’ appear on 
these four pages. 

Because of the nature of the rock 
outcroppings and ridges, it’s not hard ; - POs I ea 
(text continued on page 89) 3 Must get going. Things like this won’t wait. Hope nobody beats me to it 
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2 Say, look at that. Look how she minces along that ledge. Bet she wouldn’t let you get close, though. Thinks I’m after her 


4. Who's that? Oh, it’s that old nanny with her latest kid. What a run-around she gave me last fall. Hope she doesn’t see me 
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2 I wonder how this would look in Cinerama? Good, probably, but it’s 
easy. Just kid stuff. I could do it with one leg tied behind my back 


6 Now what are they running away 


for? She must think I'm after her 
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4 Well, here it is. Some rock. Better even than it looked from over there 


8 Up we go—King of the Castle. What a day! Wish the kids could see me now 














HANK BRUNS 


ILLUSTRATED BY 
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It looked at me, and I at it. Then 
it turned on its side, moved ‘to the 
little pontoon, and opened its jaws 
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omething had to give. My fly rod 
had that deadly are indicative of 
ultimate stress. The bend was 
severe just above the grip, and the rest 
of the rod lay out almost parallel with 
the water. But I just didn’t have enough 
strength left in my wrist to raise the 
thing. 
I glanced at the anchor rope, and then 
I reached for it. My little watch fob of 
an anchor came easily out of the coral, 
and somehow I managed to get it into 
the kayak. The boat began to move 
toward Hawk Channel, which meant 
the Atlantic. 
Getting that anchor aboard gave me 
a mild sense of triumph. As I say, 
something had to give, and it wasn’t go- 
ing to be me. I was determined to land 
this big shark, but I should have known 
that my stubbornness was ridiculous 
and foolhardy. 
Key West, Fla., is a long way from 
New Jersey, which is where I was living 
then. Some 1,200 miles, I guess. The 


kayak I'd put together in the garage 
back home was a boat, and because I 
knew that I'd be going fishing in Key 
West and would need a boat I took the 
kayak with me. 


It had two pontoons 


attached to it. They were like minia- 
ture kayaks, made of canvas stretched 
over light wooden frames, and were 
mounted on a crossbar which placed 
them about three feet out on each side 
of the kayak amidships. 

The kayak worked fine in New Jer- 
sey, especially on lakes like Budd, 
Swartswood, and Hopatcong. It even 
carried me on one mildly perilous trip 
down the Musconetcong River. It was 
a good fishing boat. Good, that is, for 
bass and trout. 

In Key West it created a small sensa- 
tion. People turned to stare at it, and 
sometimes they smiled or laughed. They 
often looked twice. Small boys followed 
my car, chattered in Spanish, and 
pointed in wonder at the thing perched 
on top. It made me kind of proud. We 
usually are when we can be safely dif- 
ferent. 

I was a little nervous when I first put 
the Kayak in the water off the Boca 
Chica Fishing Camp. Boca Chica was a 
quiet tropical isle before the Navy took 
over. I paddled out into the turquoise 
channel that separates Boca Chica from 
the island south of it. The long wooden 
bridge was some distance away, and 

















here and there were flats where the 
water slowed and spread itself thinly. 
To my right were tiny dotted mangrove 
keys that shouldered the water into sec- 
tional flows. 

The wide, immensely high skies were 
bigger than anything; the white clouds 
piled up for miles. I knew that the 
black, wide-winged bird soaring over 
my head was a frigate bird. I don't 
know how I knew. I just did. Terns 
with cocked, inquisitive heads flew so 
close that I could see their orange legs 
plainly. A pelican collapsed into the 
water with a great splash, then sat and 
rearranged the fish in his bill. A horde 
of small silver fish came out of the blue 
water in one leaping lift. Then they all 
went down, only to come up again three 
feet beyond. They were being chased by 
a swarm of striking jacks. The water 
boiled, and as it did so the terns left me 
to join the party. I was bewitched. 


t that moment the kayak bumped 
hard and tipped as far as the pon- 
toons would permit. I came back to 
my senses and pushed my light craft 
away from the bridge piling against 
which it had bumped. I began to paddle 
back up the channel. Outside that 
wooden bridge was the Atlantic, and I 
wasn't ready for it. 

I went to work with my casting rod 
and plugs. It was difficult to keep the 
kayak from rushing away with the tide. 
I'd cast once and then have to paddle 
for three or four minutes. I didn’t like 
it, so I quit fishing. 

Then I went exploring, west against 
the current, toward the backwaters 
near the little keys. Four tarpon came 
rolling up out of a deep hole, and my 
heart leaped. They weren't silver, as I'd 
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(continued on page 82) 
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here was trouble along the South eS 


Platte, trouble involving hunters oe os 
“ie 
i es 







and fishermen, and it wasn’t a 
brand you’d expect to encounter in Col- 
orado where the spaces are plenty open 
and wide. 

The South Platte valley is a belt of 
irrigated, fertile farmland that winds 
northeast from Denver 200 miles to the 
Nebraska line. Rolling like a narrow 
green ribbon *across the dry sagebrush 
plains, it grows corn, potatoes, alfalfa, 
beans and sugar beets- and pheasants, 
cottontails, quail, and a few mule deer. 
™n the fall it also accommodates one of 
the best flights of ducks in our part of 
the country. 

Since the area provides good hunting, 
it was perhaps only natural that after 
the second World War it began to get 
crowded. Hunters flocked in from the 
cities, and hunters in Colorado are just 
like hunters everywhere. For the most 
part they’re decent, responsible, law- 
abiding sportsmen, but there are al- 
ways a few bad eggs who make things 
tcugh for everyone. 













4 vs trouble started in the neighbor- 
hood of Fort Morgan. Game-law 
violations became common. Fences were 
cut or trampled, and gates were left 
open so that range stock wandered onto 
highways. There was much careless 
shooting near farm buildings, and every 
now and then a farmer or rancher 
would lose a steer, crippled or killed. 
The result was a steady spread in the 
posting of land, making it increasingly 
difficult to find places to hunt. Aggra- 
vating this was the fact that hunters 
who could afford it were leasing good | 
duck marshes along the Platte and were 
closing them to the public. In all, the } 


future didn’t look too rosy for the Fort ea y * 


FORT MORGAN CLUB HEADS OFF 
TROUBLE ON THE SOUTH PLATTE 


by F. L. WAUGH 











Morgan sportsmen just seven years ago. afte 

Among those most disturbed over the of 1: 
situatién was Herb Hockstrasser, a divi 
shop teacher in the Fort Morgan High to ] 
School, whose great passion is fishing him: 


and hunting. Something needed doing, 
but he wasn’t sure what. Then Jack 





Culbreath came to see him. Jack was I 
working for the Colorado Game and fe 
Fish Commission at the time. He’s “The 
since gone to Washington, where he’s the 
assistant chief of the division of infor- Mor; 
mation of the U. S. Fish and Wildlife I'd 1 
y : Service. that 
: eel ee ee! en: Jack showed up at Herb’s house one Hi 
The boys build a dam to impound water for gamefish ponds in the Muir Springs area afternoon late in the summer of 1946, John 
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While his buddies look on, a Fort Morgan junior club member tries out fire fighting on a field trip in the Colorado Rockies 


after a day spent checking the amount 
of land leased by clubs and private in- 
dividuals compared with acreage open 
to public hunting. After introducing 
himself he got down to brass tacks. 


ry hey tell me you do some fishing and 
hunting,” he said. Herb admitted it. 
“Then you know how things are along 
the river,” Culbreath went on. “Fort 
Morgan needs a sportsmen’s club, and 
I'd like you to start it.’’ Before he left 
that night a plan had been mapped out. 
Herb talked the project over with 
John Franklin, his hunting partner; 


Steve Cyprian. who owned a repair 
shop and fixed guns, motors, and bi- 
cycles; R. E. Kaiser, local manager of 
the telephone company, and George 
Amman, who ran a hardware store. 
They suggested a few other men who 
were deeply concerned with the prob- 
lem. The list stood finally at a dozen, 
and a meeting was called. When it 
broke up Fort Morgan had a sports- 
men’s club, the Morgan Game and Fish 
Conservation Club, and Herb was elect- 
ed president. 

Membership was limited. New mem- 
bers could be taken in only by unani- 

(continued on page 66) 
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Editor’s note: The 
sixteenth OUTDOOR 
LIFE Conserva- 
tion Award goes 
to the Fort Mor- 
gan Junior Con- 
servation Club, 
Fort Morgan, 
Colo., for the 
work described tn 
this article. De- 
tails concerning 
the award will be 
found on page 66. 
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“There they go!” yelled Cass, as the two lions leaped from a hole hidden in the curve of the rock 





sharp ridges and jagged cliffs of dark- 
colored lava. 

It has been many thousands of years 
since the volcanic rumblings and fires 
that formed this country died away. 
In these subsequent ages, green forests 
have clustered in the rocky canyons 
where the moisture was sure. Above, 
on the upper slopes in those places 
where their roots could find a purchase, 
are scattered stands of brush and trees. 

In these same canyons and along the 
ridges that ring the Mule Shoe, the 
deer long ago found sanctuary from 
man. Such verdure as there was in the 
volcanic richness and the roughness of 
the terrain made it difficult for hunters 
to traverse the area. 

But for mountain lions the Mule Shoe 
is paradise. Cougars take their pick 
from the herds of venison they catch on 
the rimrock and afterward lie secure 
among the many rincons while they di- 
gest their meals. 

At this particular time the snows of 
January had painted the highest vol- 
canic peaks with a tinge of white. Water 
ran in even the usually dry canyons, 
and over most of the slopes where the 
sun did not strike directly there were 
layers of snow. It was melting-thawing 
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(continued from page 33 ) 


weather, the most difficult kind for 
hunters who depend upon the scenting 
power of dogs for their tracking. 

Even as Cass and I labored up the 
old mining road in our pick-up truck, 
the wheels skidded oecasionally over 
frozen patches in the shade of volcanic 
boulders that had fallen from the cliffs 
above. We made camp in wet snow at 
the mouth of Cobre Canyon. AS we 
unloaded our duffel the dogs danced 
around us in anticipation of the hunt. 
Cass Gooadner, in his wisdom, did not 
share their enthusiasm. 

“Sure going to be tough, with all 
these bubble-headed pups,” he decided. 
“I wouldn't bet we’ll catch a _ three- 
legged rabbit with this bunch.”’ 

“But we've got Maggie,’”’ I answered 
defensively. I always seemed to take 
her part for some reason. “She's got 
a wonderful nose : 

“Yeah! And doesn’t know which way 
to turn it,’’ Cass retorted as he tied up 
the dogs for the night. I couldn’t think 
of any answer to that. 


heavens when we stirred the hounds 
from their beds of leaves and necked 


yest were still bright in the winter 
os 


AGGIE the MAGNIFICENT 


them together for the morning hunt. 
There is something amazing about the 
consuming urge that routs hunters out 
of warm sleeping bags in the cold hour 
before dawn. This morning, as on many 
a morning before, it all seemed worth 
while, though the wind that blew down 
the length of Cobre Canyon seemed to 
bear a direct message from the north 
pole. 

We hunched our necks into the col- 
lars of our jackets and started up the 
rough floor of the canyon as we whistled 
the dogs around us. 

Only two of the hounds that were to 
be our companions in this venture could 
be called veterans of the chase. These 
were Niggerite and Jumbo, two stal- 
warts that showed by their battle- 
scarred ribs and frayed ears that they 
had survived a dozen lion kills and as 
many bear hunts in their time. 

Maggie had been necked to a younger 
dog named Barney. This precaution 
was a concession to the uncertainty 
which Cass always felt where Maggie 
was concerned. 

“If Maggie isn’t sure, how can I be?” 
was the way he put it. 

We had not climbed a mile up the 
winding bed of the frozen canyon before 
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we saw lion sign. There was a large 
scrape in the crusted snow among the 
boulders. Apparently a male lion had 
come down a rocky point from our 
right and crossed the canyon at this 
spot, leaving a seent station to mark his 
passing. However, the round imprints 
of the big. cougar were melted and in- 
distinct. The dogs, which thrust in- 
quisitive muzzles into the impressions, 
apparently could derive no lingering 
whiff of lion odor from the tracks. But 
Snooks Burris had been right—there 
were lions in the Mule Shoe country. 

We quickened our steps. The dogs 
sensed our excitement and tried to press 
ahead as Cass constantly waved them 
behind us so we could read the sign in 
the snow on the canyon floor. 


he sun had just risen when we found 

fresh sign—made so recently that 
the snow crystals, disturbed around the 
edge of the imprints, danced in the first 
slanting sun rays of the morning like 
piles of diamonds. 

“Female, I guess, this time,’’ Cass 
said as he knelt over the track. “Came 
out of that side canyon there.” 

Whatever other information Cass was 
going to derive from this lion trail will 
never be recorded, for at that moment 
one Of the hounds thrust its nose be- 
neath Cass’s arm as he sought to hold 
the dog back. Into those black dog 
nostrils there came the exhilarating 
smell of lion scent. This dog threw 


back his head and the long-drawn howl 
of the hunting hound on the track re- 
verberated through the canyon. 

In a second, every dog in the pack 
was milling over us like an irresistible 
flood over an inadequate dam. We 
barely had time to swing the dogs to 
the left in the direction the track had 
gone. By swift lunges and football 
tackles, we managed to catch the dogs 
that were necked and undo the swivels 
that bound them together in pairs. 

In three jumps and a couple of 
barks, the entire crowd of yelping dogs 
was up the opposite wall of the canyon 
and running strongly. 

As the pack appeared for a moment 
on the crest of a raking ridge above us, 
I could make out the red form of the 
irresistible Maggie running in the lead. 
Her tail was upcurved at a saucy angle 
and down over the snow-covered dis- 
tances the squeal of her excited bark 
sounded like the hysterical giggle of a 
silly girl. For only a moment we 
glimpsed the melee of the hounds above. 
Then they were gone. And the babble 
of their dog voices was muffled by the 
distance and the folds of the canyons. 

Perhaps halfway up to the crest 
which forms the ramparts of the Mule 
Shoe was a jutting bastion of orange- 
colored rock. The huge piece was pitted 
like a Holland cheese and carried on its 
irregular surface some _ splotches of 
green and snuff-yellow where the lichens 
clung in spotted patterns. Toward this 
rocky outcrop Cass and I climbed with 


“minutes before. 


the recklessness often displayed by men 
who follow hunting hounds. 

The blood pounded in our necks as 
we thrust ourselves up the slippery 
slope. We hurried our ascent by pulling 
on the resinous stumps of the pifion 
trees that studded the incline. Still it 
was not fast enough. We feared the 
fresh dogs, with light-footed Maggie 
in the lead, would top out over the 
orange-colored cliffs long before we 
reached the top ourselves. 

But there they were. We could see 
the hounds’ milling forms and thrash- 
ing tails on top of the pockmarked cliff. 
Their barks were scattered and inde- 
cisive. Something was wrong. As we 
climbed around the orange rocks from 
the side, Cass and I could see that the 
dogs were searching in all directions. 

“How could they lose a track as fast 
as that one?’’ Cass gasped between 
labored breaths. “Look! Here it is 
here!”’ He pointed to a cleft between two 
slanting rocks where the snow was 
deep. Through this narrow crack the 
lion had passed, leaving clear, round 
impressions to show where he had gone. 

“Over here!’’ I yelled excitedly as I 
dropped to my knees. ‘Here's a set of 
lion tracks, too! There are two lions!” 

There was no doubt of it. Two adult 
cougars had passed that way and, from 
the looks of those tracks, it had been 
Suddenly one of the 
hounds on the edge of the cliff ahead 
barked treed! It was the staccato yelp 
of a dog that has brought the quarry 
to bay and is telling the world. 

“Come on!” velled Cass as he turned 
a grinning face back over his shoulder. 

The aching muscles in our legs were 
twitching with fatigue and our breath 
wheezed in our throats with the noise 
of a couple of wind-broken horses. But 
with the din of the dogs above to spur 
us, we some'ow crawled up the rocks 
and came out on the top of the cliff 
where it hung out over a side canyon. 

Three of the hounds were barking 
treed now. I must confess that my fa- 
vorite, Maggie, was standing to one side 
with a stupid look on her countenance. 
But this was only a fleeting disappoint- 
ment in the excitement of the moment. 

The dogs crowded at the edge of the 
cliff, barking around a small pifion that 
grew from a crack in the rocks. The 
tree was of no great size, apparently 
being able to derive but a precarious 
living from its tenuous foothold in the 
unyielding stone. Cass and I brought 
our rifies forward together and drew 
back the hammers. Two lions 


S we came close, we couldn’t make 
A out the form of the cats in the thick 
needles of the pinon. We walked right 
among the dogs that danced so eagerly 
on the edge of the cliff. We looked up 
into the tree from below. 

Every limb and twig was empty. 

“Well, I'll be damned!” Cass splut- 
tered as he dropped the muzzle of his 
rifle. Even while we looked at each 
other in perplexity, the hound pack 
continued to give the treed signal and 
bounced around us as though trying to 
tell us to shoot before it was too late. 

“Cass, those hounds actually smell the 
lions,” I yelled over the noise as I 
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She was on a merry-go- 
round, all right, and I 
couldn’t figure what in 
the world she was up to 


watched the dogs. Each hound raised 
his muzzle toward the trunk of the 
accursed pifion and then broke out anew 
in yelping barks. 

We noticed for the first time that a 
gentle wind blew up from the canyon 
below and formed an updraft along the 
face of the cliff. 

“The cliff!’ Cass shouted then. 
“They’re smelling the body scent of the 
lions up the face of the rock.” 

Cass and I leaned together over the 
edge of the outcrop. We could see a 
ledge or two below, and here and there 
another twisted tree hung drunkenly 
from the crevices. That was all. On the 
rocks beneath there were no tawny lion 
forms whose odor would cause our dogs 
to lose their sense of direction. 

Suddenly a new hound barked, adding 
its high-pitched insistence to the dog 
chorus. I would know that noise any- 
where. 

“It’s Maggie,” I yelled. ‘‘She’s down 
there somewhere.” 

It was indeed Maggie. She was on a 
ledge just below the lip of the cliff. 
Again her feminine hound voice came to 
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us. Strain as we might, we could not 
see, over the irregularities of the rock, 
exactly where the hound might be. As 
we looked, there was the flip of a black- 
tipped tail—tthe hind end of a lion. 

“There they go!” Cass yelled. The two 
lions jumped together from some cave- 
like hole hidden in the curve of the rock. 
We had but a glimpse of a hind leg as it 
crouched for a spring, the flick of move- 
ment from a graceful back, and both 
the lions were gone. 

Cass and I drew back together. Our 
veteran hound pack still barked stupidly 
at the top of the cliff as the lion odor 
came up to them over the rock. 

“We've got to get the rest of these 
dogs after those lions,’”’ Cass bellowed. 
Each of us grasped a hound and started 
off along the edge of the cliff to take 
the dogs to where the two lions had 
jumped. But in those dog minds there 
was a resistance with which we had not 
reckoned. We were dragging them away 
from the scene of excitement. 

Jumbo, the dog I was leading so un- 
ceremoniously along the rock, fought 
against my grasp on his collar and 








struggled to turn around and rejoin his 
fellows. If the rock and earth of that 
elevated place had been dry, I might 
have dragged Jumbo bodily to where 
the two lions had jumped off the cliff 
to the slope and fied. But the place 
definitely was not dry, and Jumbo was 
strong and bullheaded. With a tremen- 
dous effort, he pulled with all his 
strength against my hold. One of my 
feet slipped—-and I was down with my 
face in the snow, holding Jumbo’s bro- 
ken collar in my hand. As I raised up, 
I saw Cass was having trouble too. 

“Of all the dad-blamed, hard-headed, 
narrow-minded, black-bottomed dogs!” 
Cass was saying to nobody in particular. 

“Don’t worry, Cass,” I said as I 
scrambled to my feet. “Maggie is after 
the two lions.” 

There was a whining squeak behind 
me. I turned in alarm. There was the 
triumphant-looking Maggie. She was 
breathing hard, but her beaming self- 
satisfaction reached clear across her 
face. “Sure was exciting!’’ she seemed 
to say as she bounced up to me. 


ame old story—-quitting right in the 
S middle of the situation. And she 
was the dog I’d championed! 

But Cass is not the man to beat his 
head in bitterness over female caprice. 
He se‘zed the nearest hound bodily in 
his arms and again started’ off across 
the rocks to the slope beyond. I too 
grasped a dog, after only a single bitter 
look at Maggie. 

Perhaps the cat smell -which had 
drifted over the face of the rocks had 
disappeared after the lions had fled. Or 
maybe at last the hard-headed hounds 
realized something was wrong, for they 
followed uncertainly after us. 

On the steep slope beside the orange- 
colored cliff Cass fairly threw his dog 
at the tracks that led straight away 
toward the head of the canyon. Almost 
as the dog struck the ground, he caught 
the scent. This was something like it! 

In a moment the rest of the dogs 
streamed past us—-with Maggie running 
last. 

As Cass and I staggered through the 
melting snow toward the head of this 
unnamed canyon, the gleam of sure 
success was in our eyes. We glanced at 
each other confidently and struggled 
up the steep slope like schoolboys racing 
for a picnic. 

Where this side canyon originated on 
the slope of the mountain was a hollow 
of generous dimensions. It was covered 
with a thick stand of ponderosa pine, 
mixed with scattered groves of aspen 
to mark where the soil was wet and 
deep. This beautiful spot was like an 
exaggerated version of the Hollywood 
Bowl, with the close-packed trees as the 
spectators and a rocky rim at the lower 
incline of the slope as the stage. 

An exciting drama in this natural 
theater was rising swiftly to a climax 
even before we came on the scene. As 
we breasted the last slope, we could 
hear the whole hound pack giving 
tongue. Indeed, as we topped the rim 
there seemed to be hounds everywhere, 
all barking at once—and for good rea- 
son, 

We saw before us in the snow a set 
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of lion tracks, then another, and then 
still another line of round cat imprints 
on the white carpet between the boles 
of the trees. There also were marks of 
the frantic feet of the hurrying hounds 
that had passed that way, following 
the exhilarating smell of lion paws. It 
was little wonder that the hounds 
barked so excitedly and ran so uncer- 
tainly in several directions. 

“Look at those lion tracks!’’ Cass ex- 
ploded. ‘‘They’re everywhere!” There 
was a ring of disappointment in his 
voice. 

Some yards up the slope there were 
cougar tracks beneath every tree, and 
they seemed to lead toward every point 
of the compass. As we paused in con- 
sternation, a hound passed me going 
uphill and another equally determined 
dog whizzed by going down the slope on 
a hot trail. 

“Hither there are a jillion lions in 
this hollow, or each one is a centipede,”’ 
I moaned. 

So many lion tracks were as bad as 
none at all and far more confusing. 
Some were older than others, perhaps 
made the night before. There must be 
a kill near by. It might take us hours 
to unravel the mess. 

To add to our sorrows, the snow upon 
which we depended so heavily for indi- 
cations of the previous acts in this 
drama now was disappearing rapidly 
beneath the late-morning sun. As Cass 
and I ran back and forth frantically 
through the amphitheater, the steady 
drip and plop of melting snow came 
from the limbs overhead. Half an hour 
more of this splendid confusion and our 
lion hunt would be a complete and un- 
qualified bust. 

We'd been paying scant attention to 
that scatterbrained female, Maggie. 
From time to time she would run shriek- 
ing through the middle of the melee in 
the upper canyon and then vanish for 
a while. This did not seem particularly 
odd at the moment; the hounds were 
trailing at a dead run in every possible 
direction. 

Then, through the clamor, I heard 
Maggie again, off to one side of the 


On a limb some twenty feet up, a cat was stretched 
full length, its tail hanging down and twitching 


hollow. Her high-pitched yelp was short 
and staccato. 

“Sounds like Maggie has treed,” I 
yelled down to Cass below me. 

The reply of my friend and hunting 
companion was one of those quaint, 
rasping epithets which only a cowman 
can manage when everything has gone 
wrong. 

And Cass was doubtless right—Mag- 
gie had treed a chipmunk and wouldn’t 
stay even with that. But again her yelp 
came, this time with such insistence 
that I turned up the slope toward the 
sound. 


= was yelling something behind 
me that sounded like “Circle out 
wide for tracks.” The other hounds had 
broken into a renewed crescendo of 
barking and howling. Even over this 
bedlam, however, I could hear Maggie’s 
high-pitched voice, squealing triumph 
up on the edge of the wooded basin. 

Almost on the lip of the incline I 
saw a movement among the dark trunks 
of the wet trees. There was a flash of 
red and a curved tail. Again the squeal- 
ing yelp broke out. Maggie was coming 
toward me. In a second, her front paws 
were raised as she reared up in exuber- 
ant greeting. 

“Shall I choke the dratted dog now ?” 
I asked myself, “or leave the job to 
Cass ?”’ 

Even as I asked, Maggie was away 
among the trees again, yapping hyster- 
ically. She had not gone down toward 
the other dogs or toward Cass, but was 
running still farther up the slope. About 
200 or 300 yards away I could hear her 
barking urgently again. 

I turned down the slope in disgust. 
The snow now was slushy under foot. I 
kicked at the wet stuff in a show of 
temper. 

“Practically on top of two lions, and 
let them get away! Some bunch of hunt- 
ers 7 

I stopped so suddenly that I slid to 
one knee in the soft snow. There was a 
well-beaten trail that went beneath the 
trees. It was tramped out by many feet. 





For a moment I thought that this mignt 
be the way the lions had gone. But these 
were hound tracks, stretching off 
through the snow in a strange, dark 
line. It would take twenty or thirty 
hounds to make such a trail, and every 
track was fresh, even in the rapidly 
disappearing slush. A trail beaten out 
by dogs’ feet? Why, it made no sense 
at all. 

As I knelt there, stupidly looking at 
the line of imprints, there was another 
shrill bark above and again I saw Mag- 
gie coming down through the trees. She 
whisked past me in a splatter of wet 
snow. So she had made this trail! Of 
all the fool procedures! 

At least it would be intriguing to 
discover what the moron hound was up 
to while the other dogs were trying to 
find the lion track. I turned up the well- 
beaten path through the snow where 
Maggie had gone. I climbed only a few 
yards when she passed me again, going 
in the other direction. She lolled her red 
tongue at me and her eyes danced with 
excitement. 

In a few yards the dark line of dog 
tracks led around the bole of a great 
pine tree that grew on the very edge 
of the amphitheater. With this post as 
a turning point, the inexplicable hound 
tracks led back the way they had come. 
It was obvious that Maggie circled this 
tree on each round of her peculiar ma- 
neuver. 

I glanced into the branches of the old 
pine. There were clumps of diseased 
needles and black limbs killed by light- 
ning long ago, but nothing else to 
arouse any interest. 

““Must be worms, making Maggie act 
that way,’ I said to myself. Then, 
louder, I yelled: ‘‘Cass, Maggie’s having 
a fit up here.’’ 

The noise of the yelling broke off a 
piece of dead limb or bark, which rattled 
down through the tree above me and 
struck my shoulder. I glanced casually 
up to see if some widow-maker limb was 
about to fall. Then I turned away once 
more, 

But even as I did so there was an 
afterimage of something green I had 
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Cass and I climbed with the recklessness often displayed by men who follow hounds 
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seen in the tree. I took another step 
Green is quite natural in a tree, even : 
half-dead one. But this green thing was 
round, with a dark slit in the center. N: 
clump of pine needles looks like that 
Swiftly I looked up again. There it was 
a round thing of emerald-green with a 
black line through the middle. As [ 
stared in fascination, an eyelid flickere:| 
over the bright-green object. 

The hair on the back of my neck 
prickled at the nearness of the inove- 
ment, for I could have reached the green 
eye with my outstretched gun barre! 
Now I made out a black nose and a 
salmon-colored muzzle. Another em- 
erald eye was almost obscured behind 
a thick clump of needles. The body of 
the lion lay concealed among the thick- 
growing needles of the pine limb. 

“Lion,” I said hoarsely to the tense 
form of the big cat on the limb. Then, 
running half a dozen steps down the 
slope, I bawled at the top of my lungs, 
“Lion! Cass! Lion!” 


s I yelled, Maggie came up through 
the trees on one of her mysterious 
rounds. She circled the bole of the big 
pine where the cougar lay hidden. She 
looked up once at the foliage which 
concealed the cat. Yelping in a satisfied 
manner, she then started off again down 
the trail which she had beaten through 
the snow. 

That was it! There had been two cat 
tracks and two cougars on the orange 
cliffs behind us. 

“Lions, Cass!” I bellowed as I started 
off along Maggie’s trail through the 
snow. ‘“Lions!’”’ I bawled again. It oc- 
cured to me afterward that I was be- 
having as hysterically as Maggie. 

As I stumbled along in her wake, 
Cass came up from below with some of 
the hounds grouped around him expec- 
tantly. Cass and I reached the other 
end of Maggie’s trail together. 

Maggie was ahead of us, bouncing 
around the bole of another pine. This 
was a younger tree with a clean trunk 
and high-growing limbs. On the first of 
these, some twenty feet above the 
ground, a long cat stretched full length. 
Its tail hung down, black tip twitching 
as Maggie circled below. While Cass 
and I stood staring, the cat face broke 
open in a snarling hiss to show the 
white teeth and the red tongue between. 

But the lion was looking at Maggie 
and paying not the slightest attention to 
us. That little red hound already had 
circled the trunk of this tree and, with 
a single, giggling bark, was off down 
her trail back toward the first lion. 

‘We may have to shoot her to get 
her to stop that damn running back and 
forth,” Cass commented. But I noticed 
that he patted her as she came past 
again on her next round. 


And a few minutes later Maggie's 


circling was over for the day—Cass and 
I shot the two lions in short order. 

“Maggie, you’re the only hound I eve! 
saw who could hold up both sides of 4 
dilemma at once,’”’ I told her admir- 
ingly. ‘‘And it’s some dilemma,” I addet 
to Cass, ‘“‘when there’s a mountain ]i0? 
on each side.” 


THE END 
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by W. L. McCORMICK 


audy paint, fantastically applied, 
stirred up the blood thirst of our 
warpath Indians. A properly 
painted Indian usually turned out to be 
a very dangerous playmate. Charley 
Rippy believes that gaudy paint, prop- 
erly applied to a floating plug, has the 
ame effect on bigmouth bass. 

Charley has smeared enough paint 
on plugs he’s whittled out to paint all 
the bridges in Brooklyn. Were they any 
good? Well, it’s mighty hard for an old 
bass hunter to put the stamp of ap- 
proval on anything for sure where bass 
are concerned. All old-timers know that 
the longer you fish for bass the more 
you get to say, over and over, “I 
Wouldn’t know.” 

But Rippy almost convinced me down 
at Lake Murray, a beautiful bass lake 
In southern Oklahoma. I sat in a boat 
on the lake and watched him hook six 
bass on six casts, and land five of them. 
Once upon a time I stood in my tracks 
and hooked four bass on four casts with 
a fly rod, but I’d never seen six for six 
Until Rippy did it. 

He'd worked on this miracle plug of 


his all winter. He’d been in and out of 
the bathtub with it a great many times, 
and he’d weighted and balanced it with 
lead until it was ready for the paint job. 
I don’t know how many coats of paint 
that plug got, but I do know he started 
with a sickly-white prime coat and then 
gently swiped it with a _ purple-and- 
pinkish coating. Then, before the paint 
dried, he blew a golden-brown powder 
over the entire surface. You could have 
placed the plug in a goblet, in a dimly 
lighted room, and sold it for a chocolate 
ice-cream sundae, hooks and all 

Lake Murray consists of more than 
6,000 acres of water surface—almost all 
of it crystal clear—-and is well sur- 
rounded by sandstone and blackjack 
timber. Much of the timber stands in 
the shoreline water. The lake is a fine 
memorial to Alfalfa Bill Murray, who 
had it created when he was governor 
of Oklahoma. 


7Te'd heard a lot about its wonderful 
bass and when summer rolled 
around Rippy said, ‘‘Let’s go down and 


try my new wonder plug. I believe it’ll 
hit the jackpot.” Well, it was just an- 
other fishing trip to me, and I wasn’t 
impressed by the gaudy new plug. Dur- 
ing the trip to the lake I kept thinking 
I wouldn't be surprised if it turned out 
to be just another water haul, since 
neither of us knew where to fish in Lake 
Murray any more than Columbus did in 
Lake Erie, back in 1492. 


()" first disappointment, when we 
reached the lake, was the choppi- 
ness of the water. I thought, ‘‘This calls 
for underwater lures and nothing else.” 
We obtained a cabin and a boat, and 
took off across the troubled water. I 
tied on my favorite diving plug and 
started casting shortly after we left the 
pier. 

Rippy, who believes in a _ leader, 
fooled around for quite a while and then 
snapped on his war-paint plug. Since 
he’d been bass fishing for only one 
tenth the time I had, I tried to be help- 
ful and said, ‘I believe it’s a little too 

(continued on page 84) 
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‘e were arguing in Pop Robertson’s place about which 


animal is the smartest in the matter of self-preserva- 
tion. And we were getting nowhere. “You settle it, 
Pop,” someone spoke up. 
Pop is always willing to do that. He runs a little country 
store, dispensing sagebrush philosophy along with canned 
goods, bottled cheer, and hunting information. 


“No question in my mind about it,” Pop said. “The 
coyote is the smartest critter on four feet. Why, I remem- 
ber one time we were camping on the upper Sespe in winter. 
Game was searce and even the coyotes were starving. Got so 
hunger drove ’em right into camp at night for scraps of 
food. But the little devils were real clever about it. 

“One of ’em would come to the edge of camp and attract 
our attention, while the others sneaked around behind us 
and raided the grub sacks. This one would stand there in the 
darkness watching us. All we could see was his eyes, glowing 
in the flickering firelight. So we'd draw a bead between the 
eyes and shoot. But we never could find a dead coyote. 

“That irked us. So one night I rigged up a rifle rest out 
of my bedroll, and got right between that big coyote’s eyes 
as soon as he showed them. I knew he was big because the 
eyes were spaced so far apart. But just as I was squeezing 
the trigger a pine knot in the fire flared up, and in the 
bright light I saw two coyotes standing pretty close together 
and staring at me. But each coyote was staring with only 
one eye—the outside ones were closed. 

*That’s how them pesky devils had been fooling us. We'd 
been shooting right between ‘em!”—Bill Brent. 
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e weren't hunting rabbits that 

day. We were trailing a bobcat 

in a tangled evergreen swam; 
in northern Michigan, where the cover 
was so thick we had to claw our way 
through it. Up ahead about a mile our 
two big hounds were bawling at the top 
of their voices on a smoking-hot cat 
track, cutting circles and figure 8’s, and 
we were doing our best to close the 
gap and intercept Stubtail. But men 
on snowshoes can’t make much head- 
way in a place like that. 

There was better than a foot of snow 
on the ground, its top two inches hav- 
ing fallen the evening before. Thus 
everything that had traveled in the 
swamp since midnight had left its story 
in the snow. 

I crossed the tracks of three deer 
moving in a hurry, and a little farther 
on found the beds from which they'd 
jumped when our dogs came yammer- 
ing along. Beside an unfrozen, black- 
water creek an otter had left his odd 
looping trail and a series of slides 
Where he had tobogganed gleefully 
down low hummocks on his sleek, 
furred belly. 

A sleepy porcupine had waddled out 
from a den under an old stump and 
gone off to look for breakfast. He'd 
be up in the top of a balsam fir now, 
somewhere within a‘hundred yards. A 
little mound with wing prints on either 
side revealed where a partridge had ex- 
ploded out of his snug overnight roost- 
ing place in the fluffy snow. Five min- 
utes later I came on him, budding in an 
aspen. 

And everywhere the swamp was 
crisscrossed with the tracks of snow- 
shoe rabbits. They led in and out of 
the alder and willow tangles of old 
beaver meadows, came together to 
make beaten runways under the snow- 
hung cedar thickets, touched every 
fallen log, crossed each narrow lane 
in the shin-tangle. And yet, for all 
the abundance of tracks, I had plowed 
through the swamp for two hours with- 
out seeing a rabbit. 

That wasn't especially surprising. 
Feather Foot, the winter-white rabbit 
of the north-country swamps, is hard 
to see, for his natural camouflage is 
close to perfect. 

Brown in summer, mottled brown- 
and-white in late October and early 
November when the first snow is due, 
milk-white all winter, changing back 
to brown again when the snow leaves 
the ground in spring—that is his sched- 
ule and it serves him well. The fact 
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by BEN EAST 


I had seen no rabbits there in the snowy 
swamp meant nothing. In all likelihood 
I had walked within a few paces of half 
a dozen. 

Just then it happened. I was turning 
Feather Foot’s color changes over in 
my mind when I saw something move 
in a dogwood thicket a dozen feet to 
my right. I whipped around, gun half 
lifted, and a ghostly rabbit took a cou- 
ple of hops through the brush and 
stopped. He was solid white save for 
his dark eyes and the black tips of his 
ears, and if he hadn’t moved I never 
would have noticed him against the 
snow. He sat looking at me, so close I 
could see his nose wiggle. 


had a lone cottontail at home in the 
| freezer. I also had two guests in- 
vited in for a rabbit dinner the follow- 
ing week, so I needed that snowshoe 
to fill the platter. I was carrying a 
20 gauge pump shotgun loaded with 
No. 2 shot, the preferred dose for bob- 
cats. I could blast the rabbit’s head 
off and not spoil an ounce of edible 
meat. And I had no scruples about 
knocking him over; any rabbit dumb 
enough to sit there and ask for it de- 
serves whatever he gets. I even brought 
the gun up and held it on him, but I 
knew better than to shoot. 

If I did, in all likelihood I’d spoil our 
bobcat hunt. I'd confuse the dogs and 
maybe pull them off the track and 
through the swamp to me. And the cat, 
hearing the shot, would lam out for a 
safer neighborhood. Even if the dogs 
stayed with him our chances of catch- 
ing up would go glimmering for an- 
other two or three hours. 

It was a risk I couldn’t afford to take. 
The rabbit and I went on watching 
each other, neither of us much dis- 
turbed. Not until I moved on did he 
hop leisurely into thicker cover. 

That episode is a made-to-order ex- 
ample of one of the chief characteristics 
of the snowshoe. Hunted without dogs, 
he is the dunce of the rabbit family, 
as stupid as the fool hen that lives in 
those same north-country swamps. He 
refuses to learn wariness or even or- 
Cinary caution. Nine times out of ten, 
unless you are making more commotion 
than a hunter should, he’s about as 
easily stalked as a bullfrog. He'll do 
exactly what he did that morning—-sit 
afew steps away and wiggle his nose 
at you. If he moves, he hops off only 


afew yards and stops to see what you 
Intend to do next. 










The snowshoe rabbit’s a speed maniac, but short-legged beagles know how to tag him 


Most of the time he getS away with 
it, too, because of his protective colora- 
tion. He’s all but invisible as long as 
he sits still, and it’s only on those rare 
occasions when his camouflage system 
fails that you have a chance to find 
out what a moron he really is. 

I recall one such experience, more 
than twenty years ago, when hunting 
big game with bow and arrow was just 
beginning to catch on. In the face of 
ridicule, a friend and I went north to 
try our luck on deer with archery gear 
instead of rifles. 

We didn’t connect and at the, end 
of two or three days we decided to set- 
tle for snowshoe rabbits, for the swamps 
were crawling with them. And the 
weatherman had let ’em down hard; 
the fall was late and the ground bare, 
but the rabbits had gone through with 





their seasonal molt on schedule. They 
were dirty white, with patches of gray- 
brown, and in the alder thickets edging 
the swamps you could spot ’em fifty 
yards away, hunched in their conspicu- 
ous white beside a fire-blackened pine 
stump or ia a clump of leafless brush. 


/7e found it easy to get within bow 
W range, too. You could soft-shoe 
up to within twenty or thirty feet of 
most of them. Only the thick cover 
made shooting difficult. But if we 
missed on the first try we often got an- 
other chance. Even the clatter of an 
arrow slapping through a thicket six 
inches over his head wasn’t enough to 
spook the average snowshoe. He’d sit 
tight, and we could loose another shaft. 

(continued on page 100) 
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if you're daydreaming when you throw the cast net. youre 


t all started early in October when J 
stopped by Uncle Jessie's unpre- 
tentious shack not far from Bon Se- 

eour in southeastern Alabama to ar- 
range for a fox hunt with his hounds as 
soon as the weather cooled off. Right 
then, though. the thermometer was 
flirting with the high 90's, so I went out 
to Jessie’s deep, cool well to sip some of 
the nectar that well water becomes 
when drunk from a gourd dipper. My 
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curiosity Was aroused by an extra rope 
descending into the depths. I pulled it 
up. The rope was attac hed to a market 
basket. and what a burden that basket 
carried! Sticking over its ends were the 
heads and tails of a pair of spotted 
weakfish, ‘‘specks” in Alabama. And if 
the two of them wouldn't go fourteen 
pounds, gutted, I was willing to eat ’em 
raw and without salt. I lowered the 
basket to its place above the water level 


likely to send a few front teeth flying with it 


and rejoined Uncle Jessie in the shade 
of a chinaberry tree in his sandy val 
Now. school specks had been running 
in Mobile Bay, and I’d taken my shal 
of them. But not a fish I'd boated had 
gone over two pounds. Nor had any 
others I'd seen come within spitting dl 
tance of those two monsters slated for 
Jessie's frving pan. Cold-footed mice 
ran up and down my spine when I 
thought of what fish like that could do 
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when attached to the north end of a 
five-ounce fly rod, and I resolved to send 
out some feelers. 

“Couple of mighty nice specks you 
got back there, Uncle Jessie,” I re- 
marked. 

“Yes, suh, they is,” he admitted—and 
hurriedly left the subject at an acute 
angle. ‘Now about that there redbone 
pup I’m figurin’ on buying from Tom 
Courtney——”’ 

I wasn’t having any of that; fox hunt- 
ing had lost its appeal. ‘‘Bet I know the 
precise little cove down below Point 
Pleasant where you got ’em,” I went on, 
and the hearty confidence in my voice 
sounded as false to me as it actually 
was. 

“Mm-m-m, mm-m-m,” was Jessie’s 
noncommittal answer. 


ow, it’s the inalienable right of any 

man to hold secret the spot where 
he takes big fish or finds a plenitude of 
game. Many a time I’ve guarded from 
my closest friends the whereabouts of 
choice woodcock or grouse cover, or the 
particular range of a big bevy of quail, 
and felt satisfaction rather than shame 
in the hiding. But it’s also the right of 
any man to do his dog-gonedest, short 
of arm twisting, to worm such secrets 
from the lucky discoverer of those all- 
too-rare mother lodes of game or fish. 
I had sense enough, though, not to rush 
things right then; and, telling Jessie 
I'd see him again in a day or so, I 
headed for town. 

Three days later I was back, and this 
time I came bearing gifts, a dozen plugs 
of eating tobacco and two spools of 
fifteen-pound-test nylon line. Jessie ac- 
cepted my «= offerings with dignified 
thanks, but during my two-hour visit he 
never once mentioned fishing. Nor, 
much as I wanted to, did I. 

For the next two weeks I courted 
Jessie as assiduously as an eager swain 
his reluctant ladylove. Every time I 
drove out to his place I was care- 
ful to take along the downright luxury 
of a fifty-pound cake of ice, and I usual- 
ly got there with at least thirty pounds 
of it, too. I bragged on his hounds. I 
kept him in chewing. Why, I even 
praised his cooking, and begged like a 
pet coon for his hush-puppy recipe, al- 
though my own has it all over his. And 
never a time did I bring up those specks. 


y patience was wearing thin when I 
woke up one morning to the drum- 
ming of rain on the roof and the whoop- 
ing of a half gale out of the northwest. 
I knew that the mercury was tobog- 
ganing, and that any sudden drop in 
temperature was bound to drive weaks 
and channel bass from the Gulf into the 
shallower, warmer waters of Mobile 
Bay. I ate my eggs fried on one side 
because they were ready sooner that 
way, and lit out for Bon Secour. 
Jessie wasn’t at home and I spent a 
couple of hours explaining to his hounds 
what a stubborn and secretive boss 
they had before he showed up. He 
didn’t come back by himself, either. 
Over his shoulder was a knotted sack, 
lumped out with some _ interesting 
bulges. I hurried to relieve him of his 


burden, and had the sack open before 
he could say a word: My intuition was 
right, for in the bottom was a channel 
bass that would go twelve pounds on 


post-office scales and a speck that 
looked looked almost as big. 
Now was the time to be firm. ‘“Jes- 


sie,’ I said sorrowfully, ‘‘we’ve been 
friends a long time, and we've done 
each other a heap of favors. There’s 
no sense in a man being plumb selfish, 
not when there’s enough of those big 
specks to go around.” 

The tears in my voice weren't al- 
together crocodile. But Jessie wasn’t 
buying yet, although I did think a brief 
shadow of sentiment crossed his face. 

“You know,’ I pled my case, “after 
this week it’s going to be hard for me to 
get away, and this cold spell probably 
won't last long enough to ripen the per- 
simmons. For old time’s sake let’s you 
and me have one more fishing trip be- 
fore I’m tied down.” 

Maybe it was the ice and tobacco that 
did it, perhaps my tributes to his cook- 
ing. I don’t know what turned the 
trick, and I don’t care. Jessie melted all 
of a sudden. 

“Tell you what,” he said. “You stay 
here tonight. This blow ought to be good 
for three days. We'll eat us a bait of 
them hush-puppies and some _ speck 
steaks, and come daylight I'll see can 
you still th’ow a cast net like I learnt 
you. If we kin get us enough shrimp, 
I'm liable to show you how to catch 
some sho-nuff specks, if you'll swear 
you won't let none of your city friends 
on to where we go.”’ At that stage I'd 
have promised him never to talk again. 

Throwing a cast net may look easy 
and effortless to the uninitiated, but a 
nine-footer can give you a better work- 
out than splitting a cord of hardwood, 
especially in a strong wind. The net is 
circular and rimmed with a line carry- 
ing round lead sinkers at eighteen-inch 
intervals. Drawstrings run from this 
sinker line up through a section of horn 

the ‘“hondo’—-at the top, and are at- 
tached to the main net line that, in 
turn, is fastened to the thrower's wrist. 





The net is spread inside out, with the 
thrower’s left hand grasping the sinker 
line and his right holding the neck 
bunched just below the horn hondo. 
A section of the sinker line is clenched 
between his jaws, and if he forgets to 
open his mouth, he’s likely to send a 
couple of front teeth sailing out with 
the net. The net is thrown with a spin- 
ning motion, and a nine-footer hits the 
water in a circle of that diameter. It 
sinks quickly, and when retrieved it 
purses inward, forming a pouch to 
hold anything covered in its descent. 

It was just good daylight when we 
pushed off in Jessie’s bateau on a long 
bayou leading to the bay. The wind 
had died down some, but it was cold 
enough to make me forget last sum- 
mer’s blaze. An hour's steady casting 
of the net over the submerged grass at 
the bayou’s edge produced a couple of 
hundred two and three-inch shrimp, 
enough to fill our ten-gallon milk can. 

Jessie gave me the low-down as we 
drove back to his place. “Maybe you're 
gonna bring us luck,” he comment- 
ed. “The tide’ll be at young flood a 
hour after we git where we're goin’, and 
this here cold spell ought to have the 
specks really in. I'll pick up my gear 
at the house, and then all you gotta do 
is what I tell you.”’ Then, irrelevantly, 
“Sho’ is pretty blue paint on your car, 
and hit do seem a shame.” 


t the house Jessie picked up tackle 
seemingly more appropriate for 
mud cats than for gamy weakfish. He 
lashed a fifteen-foot cane pole to the 
side of the car, a pole accoutered with a 
line of almost the same length tied to 
its tip. Three feet of fifteen-pound-test 
nylon terminated the line, and the cork 
from a two-gallon jug was affixed 
where they were joined. A long-shank 
No. 6 hook completed the outfit. 

We drove eastward along the Pensa- 
cola highway until Jessie pointed out 
a magnolia tree with a peculiar shape. 
(It isn’t a magnolia, nor am I saying 

(continued on page 96) 


ILLUSTRATED BY 
FRANCIS 


SHIELDS 





I'd got my share of weakfish, but none like these monsters 
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n her specialty—handgun shooting— 
Gloria Jacobs Norton is one of the 
greatest sports competitors who 

ever lived. No other woman has so 
dominated any phase of competition. 
Mrs. Norton has shot on equal terms 
with the finest male handgunners, and 


52 OUTDOOR LIFE 


she has brought women’s records up 
until they are right on the heels of 
those established by men. 

Now thirty, Gloria has been a red- 
hot competition shooter since she was 
twelve. She had been handling a rifle 
proficiently for several years before 





Gloria Jacobs Norton, who looks like Lana Turner and shoots like Deadeye Dick 


that, and one day her dad took her out 
to the city dump to see what she could 
do on the rats that infested it. She killed 
fifteen without a miss. Then her dad— 
Capt. Henry Jacobs of the California 
Highway Patrol—asked if she’d like to 
try his .38 caliber revolver for the first 
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time. She would and she did—-and she 
killed eight rats with eight shots. 

It was then that Captain Jacobs 
started coaching Gloria. Today she 
holds twelve of the fifteen recognized 
women’s records, and at one time or 
another has trimmed most of the na- 
tion’s topflight men shots. 

For instance, at seventeen she shat- 
tered an all-time record by shooting 299 
(out of 300) over the Camp Perry Po- 
lice Course. 


ry\wo things make Gloria Norton a 
| great handgun shooter. One is a 
fantastic degree of co-ordination be- 
tween eyes, mind, and muscles. The 
other is her moxie- she is an iron- 
hearted and steel-nerved competitor. 
Physically, she is small, being only half 
an inch over five feet and weighing 113 
pounds. 

To her the secret of success is prac- 
tice. ‘When I started as a child,” she 
says, ‘I was lucky to have the coaching 
of my dad, who is a fine pistol shot. I 
had to do things right—-he saw to that. 
And there was practice, practice, prac- 
tice— outdoors on the range and in- 
doors in our home. Dry-firing practice, 
that’s the secret.” 

Under such a 
anybody can become proficient with 
a handgun, Gloria believes. “If you 
start right,” she says, “with the right 


regimen, practically 


grip and the right stance. your chances 
of becoming 
much better. 


an expert are bound to be 


” 





Holder of twelve world records. the champ 
does some dry firing indoors. Such prac- 


lice is essential for the tyro. she says 
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Gloria’s trophies make a fine show—and evoke memories of topflight competition 


Fine, says the beginner, but what are 
these “‘right’”’ things? According to 
Gloria there's nothing tricky or difficult 
about them. She advises starting out 
with a revclver. -Here, step by step, is 
a course of basic training that she rec- 
ommends for the tyro: 

1. Hold the gun with the butt of the 


Dry firing improves body stance, aim. and trigger pull. 
beginner can go outdoors on a practice range and start firing live ammunition. 
Even niow he or she should make every move slowly, deliberately, and carefully 





grip resting near the heel of your hand 
and with your thumb lving along the 
frame just the hammer. 
picture of Gloria on the firing line, next 


below (See 


page.) Grip the kandgun firmly but 
never tensely. 

2. Stand with your body at a 45- 
degree angle to the target and with 








With that good start the 
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Gloria’s case contains a spotting scope 
and other paraphernalia. Handguns are a 
.22 automatic, .38 revolver, .45 revolver 


your feet about sixteen inches apart. 
Hold your shooting arm straight out 
without bending the elbow. Rest your 
other hand on your hip or in your 
pocket. Your whole body should be 
perfectly balanced and relaxed, not 
tense. 

3. If you are to make a good shot, 
obviously the gun must go off at the 
exact instant the sights are aligned on 
the target. Such co-ordination calls for 
method and discipline. Good trigger 
squeeze is of tremendous importance. 
You must learn to pull off the trigger 
with gradual, even tension; otherwise 
you’re sunk. 

So before you do any target shooting, 
do a lot of dry firing. That is, practice 
squeezing off the trigger with an empty 
gun. 

Do it by aiming at a small target on 
the wall of your room. Aim with both 
eyes open. Learn just how much you 
can take up on the trigger before the 


7 Se ws 


» « » with this result. 
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A gradual squeeze keeps bullets in 
the black. says Gloria. but trigger jerking sends them wild 


he 


A champion’s stance. Both feet solidly placed, body well balanced, gun held firmly 
but not tensely. Now Gloria concentrates on “sight picture” and trigger squeeze ... 


hammer drops. Assume the _ proper 
shooting stance and put your sights on 
the target. Take up gradually on the 
trigger until you know that the ham- 
mer is about to drop. 


Then wait until you get your sights 
exactly on the target. Now take up 
that last bit of pull. But squeeze 
don’t jerk. 

(continued on page 57) 


“Congratulations!” says Gloria’s dad, Capt. Henry Jacobs. He 
started her on the road to championships when she was twelve 
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ees SHEEP OF SARDINIA 
¥ 4 AND CORSICA, AND 
THE SIBERIAN ARGALI 
ARE BELIEVED BY 
MANY AUTHORITIES 
TO BE ANCESTORS 
OF OUR COMMON 
DOMESTIC SHEEP, 

















| Huvrees OF THE SALT MARSHES 
HAVE TO WORK HARD FOR 

' “THE CLAPPER RAIL, OR MUP 
HEN. AFTER AMISS HE'LL 
VANISH, SOMETIMES SWIMMING 
UNDER WATER LIKE A FISH, 
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Ovww Native MEMBER OF THE BASS 
AND SUNFISH CLAN WEST OF THE ROCKIES 
IS THE SACRAMENTO PERCH, FOUND 

IN THE SACRAMENTO AND SAN 
JOAQUIN RIVER BASINS. 


|| RACCOONS FOREFEET, “5 TOES 





GROUNDHOGS, 4 o 
TS A SCREAM, | \ 1 
THE SCREAMER OF | \_ 
SOUTH AMERICA. “eres 
HAS A BOPY LIKE \* 
A GOOSE, A HEAD 
LIKE A GAMEBIRD, 
PND TWO SPURS 
ON EACH WING. 
GOT \TS NAME 
FROM ITS 
WEIRD CRY. 


Mu NEIGH BOR 
Sworee THAT 
GROUNDHOGS RAIDED 
| HIS CORN PATCH, UNTIL 
[ CPOINTEO CUT THAT 
|THE TRACKS SHOWED | 
| FIVE FRONT TOES. 
| OBVIOUSLY THE 
|| MISCREANTS WERE 
COONS. 
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WINTER HUNT 


(continued from page 18) 


put the Lee dot of his scope behind the 
buck’s front quarter. He squeezed off 
a fine shot and the animal dropped in 
its tracks. The guide showed real ex- 
citement. 

“That mule animal’s got a spread like 
an elk,” he said. ‘It'll beat anything on 
the record books.” 

They forked their horses and plowed 
across the gulch to the fringe of timber 
where the buck had dropped. The deer 
was gone! There was a deep print 
where he had floundered in the snow; 
also a few hairs and a drop of blood. 
They trailed him until half an hour be- 
fore dark, when the blood disappeared 
altogether. Then the buck turned up- 
hill over a steep trail that climbed to- 
ward the fading skyline. 

“He ain’t hurt,” Frankie declared 
mournfully, “or he’d never take a path 
like that.” 

On their way back to camp, in the 
last few moments of daylight, they 
jumped a bull elk out of the timber. 
Frank downe4 him with a single blow 
from his .270. But it did not salve his 
disappointment at missing the huge 
mule deer, which would have been the 
trophy of a lifetime. 

The guides talked things over and 
decided that Jim and I had been hunt- 
ing too high, since most of the elk 
tracks we'd seen had been between our 
cabin and Bridger Lake. Ike and Merle 
wanted to try their gulch again, so the 
next morning Jim and I went along 
with the two Franks and Frosty to help 
load Frank Gross’s elk for the pack trip 
back into camp. We made quick work 
ot dressing it out and packing it on the 
horses, and with the storm stinging our 
ears and cheeks, we watched Frosty 
shout his animals back up the trail to 
camp. Then the two Franks, Jim, and 
I turned downhill toward Bridger Lake. 

I was behind Frankie when he 
spotted four bulls feeding in a clump of 
aspens 200 yards across the edge of 
the meadow from the trail. One was a 
big six-pointer, the others were smaller. 
The guide studied them for a moment 
through his_ glasses. “Take your 
choice,”’ he said. ‘“‘Trophy or meat.”’ 

The bulls had already seen us and as 
I slid off my horse and dragged my rifle 
clear, they began to run with long, dis- 
tance-eating strides. I got off four 
shots at the bull but he never wavered 
or broke his stride between the aspens 
and the timbered fringe 400 yards below 
us. 

“Even the greenest dude knows bet- 
ter than to shoot too high,” Frankie 
commented dryly. 

With my ears burning in spite of the 
cold, I reloaded the magazine and 
shoved my gun into its scabbard. We'd 
ridden less than 100 yards when Frankie 
again held up his hand for a halt. Three 
quarters of a mile away, at the other 
end of the meadow, a bull and two cows 
had come out of the timber to see what 
all the noise was about. They stood 
with their heads up, facing us. The bull 
carried a nice rack. 

“Let’s go after him,’’ I suggested, 
eager to redeem myself. 
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“We won't be able to ride much 
closer,” Jim said. 

“Then we'll stalk him afoot.” 

It meant at least a two-mile pull 
through the timber that walled in the 


little valley, and then a _ corkscrew 
course among the tree clumps scattered 
at the lower end of the meadow. But 
my blood was hot by now. Leaving the 
two Franks to hold our horses, I fol- 
lowed Jim up the slope that leveled at 
the first high bench around the flat. 
We plowed through twenty-inch fiuff 
for half a mile and worked back to the 
timbered edge. The bull and cows 
hadn’t moved from where we'd first 
seen them. We angled back into the 
timber once more and suddenly found 
ourselves involved in a jungle of ridges 
we hadn’t seen from the meadow. 
Slogging up and down hill through 
knee-deep snow is not exactly like stroll- 


i 





Ike Farmer collected this magnificent 
head with an “impossible” 800-yard shot 


ing down Peachtree Street in Atlanta, 
and in a few minutes I was panting like 
a distance runner at the four-mile 
mark. We topped a steep rise and Jim 
crunched to a halt. He motioned me to 
silence and pointed. Less than 100 
yards away, half hidden by the low 
branches of a balsam, stood a magnifi- 
cent bull, his rump patch pointed di- 
rectly at us. 

“He’s better than the one on the 
meadow,”’ Jim said, almost soundlessly. 

After the violent exertion of bucking 
the snowdrifts, I wondered whether I 
could control my lungs and muscles 
long enough to hold a bead on the bull, 
even at rock-throwing distance. I knew 
it was impossible to hold steady enough 
to hit where I wanted to, without spoil- 
ing a hindquarter, so I squeezed off a 
shot I hoped would enter the flank and 
range forward through the body into 
the heart or lungs. 

At the crack of my rifle the bull 
walked a couple of steps, then trotted 
almost casually out of sight into a 
thicket of timber. 

“T know of a good rifle for sale,’’ I 
said—“‘cheap.”’ 

“Winded like you were,” Jim sympa- 
thized, “I reckon that was a tough 
shot.” 

We picked our way around a windfall 
to the spot where the bull had stood, and 
followed his tracks for a dozen yards. 


Then I found a speck of red on the 
snow. 

Up to this moment, Jim had been 
merely tagging along. But when he 
saw red he took off on the trail like a 
foxhound. I leaped into action behind 
him. ‘ After ten minutes I paused to 
mop the brine streaming down my face 
and to take off my coat. 

I had both arms tangled in the sleeves 
when the bull lunged out of a snarl of 
timber where he’d been lying. Jim 
jerked up his rifle, looked into sights 
clogged with snow, and didn’t try to 
shoot. We took up the chase again, 
along a line of tracks that showed our 
bull was weakening, and after two 
more face moppings we jumped him 
again. This time he swung to the left 
and I poleaxed him with a neck shot. 

He was a heavy-beamed animal with 
six points. As we stood looking down 
on him, I was suddenly astounded to 
discover that snow was barreling 
through the spruce tops again, plaster- 
ing the trees and filling up the tracks 
we'd made only a few moments before. 

The two Franks had followed our 
tracks and the sound of our shots, and 
a moment later they appeared like 
wraiths out of the snow-filled woods. 
We dressed out the bull, propped him 
open with a stick to chill the meat—as 
if it needed that—and covered the car- 
cass with brush to hide it from the 
ravens until the pack string could pick 
it up next morning. Then we took the 
timbered ridge back toward the trail. 
It was incredible to me that Jim and I 
had run the wounded bull almost two 
miles uphill; the chase had seemed a 
scant quarter mile long. 

An hour past noon, with the snow 
squall still pounding into the trees, we 
stopped to make a fire and munch on 
the sandwiches Paul had packed for us 
at breakfast. But we didn’t tarry long 
over the comfortable blaze, for Bridger 
Lake was still a couple of miles away. 
When we reached it we ran into Merle 
at the corral. 

“What luck?” Jim asked. 

“Ike got sick and we came in early,” 
the guide said. 


e unsaddled our horses, turned 

them into the meadow, and went 
into the cabin to sympathize with Ike, 
whom we found relaxing comfortably 
on a sleeping bag. Frankie looked at 
him sharply. ‘“‘You wouldn’t try to fool 
a body, would you?” he asked. 

Ike grinned and confessed. He was 
as elated as a bugling bull. During one 
of the lulls in the storm, he and Merle 
had parked for a few minutes under the 
protective spread of a balsam and 
watched a massive antlered elk walk 
out into the clearing on the next hill, 
a good 800 yards away. Ike threw a 
cartridge into his chamber. 

“That’s too far for a shot,’ Merle 
advised. ‘We can get closer.” 

“When we got there yesterday,” Ike 
said, “he was gone.” 

He steadied his gun against the tree 
and Merle put up his glasses to see 
how great the miss would be. At the 
shot the bull stood still for a moment, 
then took three careful steps in the 
snow. Ike shot again and the lead hit 
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the hill twenty feet below the bull. It 
made three more steps and the third 
shot plowed up snow, again twenty 
feet short. Then the bull collapsed in a 
drift, killed by the first bullet out of the 
30/06! 

“It can’t be did,” Merle explained, 
“but damned if he didn’t do it.” 

To save our horses on our return trip, 
we decided to go out in two days. 

I'll never forget that return trip over 
Deer Creek Pass, after a week of snow. 
It was even rougher than our climb into 
the Thorofare. Frankie and Paul rode 
ahead of the pack string and shoveled 
drifts for three hours before we pulled 
up the last windswept slope. There was 


hardly a semblance of a trail left be- 
yond the huge drift they had cleared. 


It was Frosty, with a devil-may-care | 


look on his face, who plunged down the | 
mountain, breaking trail for the horses. | 


I practically held my breath until he 
appeared, thirty minutes later, in the 
last bend that led out on the narrow 
backbone of the ridge, with the’ horses 
stepping confidently behind him. The 
eleven miles down the canyon to Max 
Wilde’s valley ranch was almost an 
anticlimax. 

If you want a real wilderness trek, 
with no lace on it, give the Thorofare 





THE LADY IS A CHAMP 


(continued from page 54) 


At the start your front sigiat will un- 
doubtedly weave around as you try to 
squeeze off, but don’t let that worry 
you. And don’t become discouraged; 
dry firing may seem uninteresting, even 
dull, but it will strengthen your arm 
and train your muscles until you are 
able to hold your ‘sight picture” steady 
for long intervals. 

As to aiming point, some shooters 
like to hold on 6 o’clock—-at the bot- 
tom of the target. Gloria prefers to 
aim where she intends to hit, so she puts 
her sight on the bullseye. But it’s a 
matter of choice and of no significance 
as long as your sights are adjusted to 
your point of aim. (if you hold on 6 
o'clock the gun should throw a little 
high, to the bull.) 

Concentrate on this dry firing; noth- 
ing can help you more. 

4. On the shooting range start off 
with “slow fire’ and get it well in hand 
before you attempt “timed fire’ and 
“rapid fire.” Take the proper staice 
and ‘grip, then shut your mind to every- 
thing but the sight picture and the 
squeeze. It’s an ability to concentrate 
that makes the difference between the 
fair shot and the good one. 

Hold your breath while you make 
each shot. Do not anticipate the car- 
tridge explosion; if you do you'll flinch. 
If necessary, pretend you're just doing 
some dry firing. 

When you begin to tire, lay the gun 
down. Fatigue induces body tremors, 
and tremors ruin shooting. Resume 
when you've rested. 

And never forget that squeeze. If you 
squeeze properly, your sight can be 
slightly off and you still won't get a bad 
shot. It’s flinching that causes the 
really wild ones. 

So much for the primary steps. When 
you feel you are holding and squeezing 
correctly, says Gloria, and your scores 
are consistently good, you are ready for 
timed fire (five shots in twenty sec- 
onds) and rapid fire (five shots in ten 
seconds). 

Practice these courses with plenty of 
dry firing. It will help you to cock the 
gun, find your sights, and squeeze prop- 
erly. Even cadence is very important; 
try to take about the same time for 
each shot. 

A jerked shot may worry you and 





a try. It’s an experience you won't 
forget. THE END 
cause you to jerk those following. But 


you won't jerk them if you forget the 
bad one and make the rest 
Squeeze them. 

Gloria started out with her father’s 
.388 revolver, because it was the only 
gun available. But if she had it to do 
over again, she says, she'd begin with a 
.22 revolver. A .22, because of its mild 
recoil and low-cost ammunition; a re- 
volver, because it’s somewhat more 
difficult to use in course firing (it has 
to be cocked between shots). After 
you've mastered fast cocking and re- 
covery of aim for the next shot with the 
.22, says Gloria, the .38 revolver and 
.22 automatic should come easy. 

Make sure, she adds, that whatever 
gun you choose, new or used, is a good 
one. Have a gunsmith do an “accuracy 
job” on it. That consists of adjusting 
trigger pull, hand-honing parts, making 
sure the barrel is lined up right, etc. 
This is a must. You'll have enough to 
contend with without having a faulty or 
inaccurate gun to add to your troubles. 

Micrometer-adjustment sights per- 
mit you to adjust for windage and ele- 
vation. Since they're exact, they take 
the guesswork out of sight adjustment. 
Gloria uses a 1/10-inch-wide front 
blade, but they come in various widths. 
Your rear sight should be a square 
notch wide enough so you can see light 
clearly on each side of the front blade. 
That permits you to recover your sight 
picture more quickly after each shot. 

Lastly, Mrs. Norton recommends a 
Pachmayr adapter, which fits between 
trigger guard and grip. It adds greatly 
to the balance and comfort of any re- 
volver, regardless of the size of your 
hand. 

Gloria no longer shoots as much as 
she used to, since she’s a busy house- 
wife with two sons, Dave, six, and Jeff, 
five. Her husband, Warren Norton, 
loves to hunt but handguns are not for 
him. He’s pretty proud, though, of his 
wife’s accomplishments and fame. 

Sometimes she doesn’t shoot a hand- 
gun for weeks, but she can still wipe 
the soapsuds off her hands, pick up a 
pistol or revolver, and knock the ears 
off competition. 

Her father is an excellent man with a 
pistol, and often beats Gloria in prac- 
tice sessions. But when the chips are 


good. 


down, says Captain Jacobs, she 
whooshes by him like a jet plane past 
a pylon. That’s why the lady is a 
champ. THE END 
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“Ouail walk,” where targets are released 
behind shooter, to keep him guessing 


fg upon a time, when junior 
reached a certain age papa simply 
handed him a shotgun and a box of 
shells, and turned him loose to harass 
the quail and cottontails that existed 


SS 


Skeet provides 
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SHOOTING 


GAMES HELP GET GAME 


precariously on the edge of town by 
dodging hawks, domestic cats, and 
predatory small boys. Some degree of 
skill with a scattergun was deemed an 
essential masculine accomplishment in 
those days, an art akin to the ability to 
carry a part in a barber-shop arrange- 
ment of ‘Sweet Adeline,” to block a 
roundhouse right, or to tell a joke with 
the emphasis at the right place. 

Each week-end, the country sur- 
rounding the small town where I grew 
up always held a scattering of feral 
youngsters who were armed with single- 
barreled shotguns and popped away at 
assorted birds and small mammals. 
Seasons were long then. There were 
fewer hunters, more small game. Ward- 
ens were scarce, and those you saw 
- were often political hacks who did their 
patrolling at bars or on the courthouse 
steps. 

By dint of a lot of shooting and much 
thought, many of these lads became 
good shots and good sportsmen. But 
most simply lost interest and turned, as 
they matured, to other diversions. Ac- 
tually this system of learning to shoot 


Be, 


RS 


is about as good as the sink-or-swim 
method of learning to keep afloat. Asa 
second-grader I was once standing 
around a deep swimming hole, during 
a church picnic, admiring the reckless 
abandon of the older boys, when some- 
one shoved me in. I discovered that by 
making certain motions I could keep 
from drowning. From then on I was a 
swimmer, though a bum one. Shortly 
after, I became a wing-shot; that is to 
say, I could, now and then, knock down 
a quail or dove on the fly. 


swimmers than I ever was because 
they learned from an instructor at a 
swimming pool, and my 19-year-old son 
is, in many ways, a better shotgun 
handler than I because he did his first 
shooting at a skeet layout under proper 
instruction. Instead of getting a few 
dozen bad habits he’d have to break 
later, he learned how to mount his gun 
right, lead right, and shoot fast. 
Probably the best and easiest method 
of acquiring shotgun skill is to start 


N y two young daughters are better 


= 


a wide variety of shots. Gunner here is at Station 4, with clay moving at about right angles to his line of aim 
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with good instruction at a gun club 
where either traps or skeet are shot, 
just as the best way to learn golf is to 
begin with an instructor. Also beneficial 
is the shooting of clay targets thrown 
from a hand trap, particularly if the 
young shooter has a good shot along as 
a coach. 

In, these days of short seasons and 
limited bags, it is usually impossible for 
a tyro to get enough practice on game 
to develop any real skill. In many sec- 
tions, for instance, the pheasant is the 
only gamebird available to most gun- 
ners—and the pheasant season lasts 
only five days, with the limit two cocks 
a day. The lad who shoots only under 
such circumstances can expect to be a 
grandfather before he becomes a good 
shot. 

The young shooter is often under- 
standably reluctant about beginning at 
a gun club, where he and his scores will 
be under the eyes of strangers. He is 
fumbling and inept, aad he is both im- 
pressed and discouraged by the fancy- 
looking trap and skeet guns and by the 
shooting jackets plastered with tabs 
announcing that their wearers have 
broken 25 straight, 50 straight, 100 
straight. What he doesn’t consider is 
that every veteran was once a beginner, 
too—a novice just as clumsy as he. He 
doesn’t realize that the old-timers wel- 
come new blood in the shooting game 
and make willing and sympathetic 
coaches. 


Another advantage to the tyro in 
t shooting at a gun club is that even 
if he gets no coaching he can learn 
much by just watching. No matter what 
sport a person is interested in—shoot- 
ing, golf, tennis, swimming, or what 
have you—he can gain a great deal by 
observing how skillful performers op- 
erate. 

The first time I ever shot a round of 
traps I simply picked up a gun, walked 
up to my station, and started shooting. 
I broke 16 clays (out of a possible 25), 
which isn’t so hot. I shot again and 
broke 13. That would never do! Figur- 
ing I must be doing just about every- 
thing wrong, I watched good trapshoot- 
ers for a while. The next time I took a 
whirl at traps I broke 22. The only in- 
struction I’d had came from watching. 

There are two principal clay-target 
games in this country—traps and skeet. 
Each is shot all over the United States, 
and most fairly large communities have 
skeet or trap clubs, or clubs that fea- 
ture both games. As anybody can see 
by glancing at the accompanying 
sketches, the two games are quite dif- 
ferent. 

Traps is shot from five positions 3 yd. 
apart at single birds that come at vary- 
ing angles out of a trap house at the 
call of the shooter. After each string 
of five shots, the shooter moves to an- 
other station, and so on until he has 
shot from all five. Thus he gets varying. 
angles, since a bird that presents a 
Straightaway from one station is in 
Sharply angled flight at another. 

In ordinary singles shooting, the tar- 
gets come out of the trap house 16 yd. 
from the gun, and the average trap 
shooter breaks them at about 33 yd. If 
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Informal shooting at targets thrown from a hand trap is extremely valuable in training a shooter to follow the flight of a bird 


he is a fast man with a gun, the good 
trap shot may break his birds as close 
in as 30 yd. If he is slow, he may hit 
them at 35 or 36. If he gets the jitters 
and freezes up—something that hap- 
pens at times to all but the iron-nerved 
experts—he may break (more likely 
miss) some targets at 40 yd. or even 
farther, since they fly 50 yd. from the 
trap house and 66 yd. from the shooter. 


he mechanics of 16-yd. singles are 

simple. The shooter takes his place 
at his station and mounts his gun with 
his cheek firm on the comb and his eye 
right down the rib. He trains the muz- 
zle on the spot where the bird is to ap- 
pear, then calls ‘Pull!’ The bird, tripped 
by electricity, flashes out almost simul- 
taneously with the call. The gunner 
swings up wtih the target and, without 
slowing his swing in the _ slightest, 
passes it and presses his trigger. If he 
has tracked in the right path, if he gets 
far enough ahead or above, if he doesn’t 
slow or stop his swing, the target 
breaks as the shot charge strikes it. 
Flights vary from straightaways to 
fairly sharp right and left obliques. 
Shots are much like those the upland 
gunner gets when birds come up ahead 
of a dog, because the targets, like most 
upland gamebirds, are always rising. 

Trapshooting is excellent practice for 
the upland gunner, but it isn’t perfect 
practice. For one thing, the trap man 
has his gun mounted and his cheek on 
the comb before he calls for his bird. 
For another, he knows exactly when his 
target will appear and from what spot. 
True, he doesn’t know the angle it will 
take, but if he is relaxed, doesn’t try to 
outguess the trap, and busts them as 
they pop up, he’ll find one angle no 
more difficult than another. 

Traps will teach him swing and tim- 
ing that will pay off in the field. One 
flaw of such shooting, from the stand- 
point of the bird hunter, is that the tar- 
get isn’t a pheasant or a quail. The 
clay starts off fast and then slows down, 
whereas the gamebird gets off slowly 
and picks up speed. The pheasant, for 
example, gets off the ground like an 


60 ourpoor LIFE 


icewagon with wings, but picks up 
speed as he goes. At 50 yd. he is mak- 
ing knots. But at that distance the clay 
target is falling to the ground. 

Another form of traps is single shoot- 
ing at handicap distances. The indi- 
vidual shooters are put back according 
to their skill. One man may shoot at 
16 yd., another at 25. 

Perhaps the most difficult of all clay- 
target games is doubles. Two birds 
come out of the trap house simultane- 
ously 16 yd. from the gun, each on a 
fixed course, and it is up to the shooter 
to break both. He takes the straight- 
away first, then the angled bird. Knock- 
ing that second clay off before it hits 
the ground is no cinch. But it trains 
you for doubles in the field. 

The man who simply wants to acquire 
some skill in handling his gun can shoot 
respectable scores at traps with prac- 
tically any sort of scattergun that is 
bored modified or tighter. Most special 
trap guns are bored full choke (70: per- 
cent or more), because they are used 
at handicap rises as well as at the 16-yd. 
rise; but for 16-yd. targets alone, a 


modified barrel (55-60 percent) is all 
anyone needs. 

The day before I wrote these lines, 
I shot a round with a Winchester Model 
21 skeet gun with 26-in. barrels. I used 
the left (Skeet No. 2) barrel, approxi- 
mately modified choke. I missed my 
first target because I tried to outguess 
the trap. I then broke the next 24—and 
most of them were powdered. Actually, 
the fast shot who uses a full-choke bar- 
rel for 16-yd. targets alone is handi- 
capping himself. 

The special trap guns are usually 
long of barrel—30 in. if pumps, and 30 
or 82 in. if singles like the famous 
Ithaca single-barreled trap guns. They 
are generally bored full choke or im- 
proved-modified, and have raised or 
ventilated ribs and two sights. Only 
Ithaca now makes a single-barreled 
trap gun, but Winchester, Remington, 
and Ithaca make pumps stocked and 
equipped for trapshooting. 

If the trapshooter has but one gun 
and plans to shoot doubles, this weapon, 
of course, must be either a repeater or 
a double. Automatics are not used at 


Squad at traps. Here the target, unlike in skeet, moves at an unpredictable angle 
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traps because the ejected shells bother 
the man at the shooter’s right (shoot- 
ing is in squads of five), and gimmicks 
like the Weaver-Choke, Cutts Comp, 
and POWer-PAC are not in order since 
their muzzle blast would give the others 
on the squad the screaming meemies. 
(Both variable-choke devices and auto 
loaders are legal in skeet.) The Win- 
chester Model 21 double-barreled trap 
gun is popular, particularly for doubles 
shooting. 

Since the targets are always rising, 
and since the gunner mounts his piece 
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and gets his cheek down on the comb 
before he calls for a bird, the trap gun 
generally has a longer and straighter 
stock than a field gun. A gun so stocked 
shoots high-——in effect, has a built-in 
lead for the rising targets. I find, 
though, that in traps I can take my 
regular Winchester Model 21 (which I 
use for skeet, pheasants, quail, etc.), 
place my cheek so I see more barrel 
than I would for skeet, and do as well 
with it as I can with anything. The 
casual trapshooter does not need a spe- 
cial gun, nor, in my opinion, is he great- 
ly handicapped without one. 

Skeet is a relative necomer among 
clay-target games, having been in- 
vented in the 1920’s by the late William 
Harnden Foster, who became skeet edi- 
tor of OUTDOOR LIFE. Many will disagree 
with me, but I think it highly probable 
that skeet is better practice for the field 
shot than is trapshooting. It’s a faster 
and more spectacular game, and pre- 
sents a much greater variety of shots 
and angles. 

The skeet layout has two houses 
which contain traps for throwing birds. 
They’re called the “high house,” ‘and 
the “low house,” since one starts its 
targets high, the other low. The targets 
from each house always follow the same 
path, but the shooter gets different 
angles by moving around a semicircle 
that starts at the high house, and shoot- 
ing at seven stations, the last at the low 
house. There’s another station, No. 8, 
in front of the semicircle and directly 
between the high house and the low 
house. He shoots a pair of singles at 
each station, one from the high house, 
one from the low. Angles vary from 
Sstraightaways and slightly angling in- 
comers at Stations 1 and 7, to shots that 
are approaching right angles or are 
true right angles at Stations 4 and 5. 


At the forward station, No. §, the tar- 
gets come almost directly toward the 
shooter—shots that are sometimes du- 
plicated in the duck blind. The two 
shots at Station 8 are the bugaboo of 
the beginner, but actually are easy | 
once the technique is learned. 

The skeet gun is not mounted before 
the bird is called for. This, along with 
the sharper angles, greater variety of 
shots, and greater apparent speed, 
makes the game of skeet a natural for 
the man- who wants to be sharp in 
the field. Unlike traps, skeet mixes 
singles and doubles in the same round. 
After the gunner has taken his Sta-| 
tion 8 targets, he shoots pairs of dou- 
bles at Stations 1, 2. 6, and 7. He 
cannot tarry. Curiously, the beginner 
usually scores better at doubles than at 
singles because he knows he has to 
shoot fast; most skeet targets are 
missed because they are ridden out un- 
til they drop below the shot pattern. | 

Any good upland gun is satisfactory 
for skeet if the shooter is not out to be- 
come a tournament hotshot. I have 
done most of my skeet shooting with 
a couple of Winchester Model 21 skeet 
guns, one a 12 and one a 16, and I have 
also shot a good deal with an Ithaca 20 | 
gauge double, bored improved cylinder | 
and modified. All three guns are stocked 
just alike—11%4 x 214 x 14% in. I must! 
admit, however, that I have shot con- | 
sistently higher scores with a Reming- 
ton Model 11-’48 skeet gun with a venti- | 
lated rib. Why, I cannot say. 

Probably the most efficient of all 
skeet guns is the automatic. The Rem- | 
ington Sportsman-’48 is becoming a fa- | 
vorite, as were the old Remington Model 
11 and the Browning. An automatic is 
easier to use than a pump on double tar- | 
gets (although many fine shots use the 
Winchester, Ithaca, and Remington | 
pumps) and the automatic softens re- | 
coil. Most top skeet shots use either 
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SKEET LAYOUT 


(DISTANCE BETWEEN STATIONS 1 AND 7 1S 40 YD) 


the Cutts Compensator with the spread- 
er tube or the POWer-PAC with the 
short-range tube. Neither gives wider 
patterns than the special skeet borings 
of automatic and pump skeet guns, but 
many believe that the patterns are 
more regular. And these compensating 
devices have the virtue of further soft- 
ening recoil. 

There is skeet competition in a vari- 
ety of gauges: all-bore (12 or 16 
gauge); 20 gauge; small-bore (the .410 
or 28 gauge with % oz. of shot); and 
subsmall-bore (the .410 with ‘2% oz.). 
Many skeet enthusiasts own a whole 
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IDEAL FOR TRAP 
OR FIELD SHOOTING 


DELUXE Automatic 
12 gauge 
SHOTGUN 


$176.00 


Extremely easy and * 
fast in handling and 
loading. Latest design, fully 
streamlined. Barrel with ven- 
tilated rib. 26” improved cylin- 
der; 28” modified; 30” full. Fine 
grade European Walnut Stock with 
checkered pistol grip. Light Engrav- 
ing. Operates with any shell 2!%” to 
234”. Latest foolproof safety and trigger 
mechanism. Superior weapon not only in 
operation but in ruggedness and durability. 


a 













/ See it at your dealer or order direct. 
/ ° 
| Shooters! Fishermen! Before buying 
Fishing Tackle 


am = and Equipment, get the 
NEW “SHOOTER’S BIBLE” 
combined with NEW 
“‘Angler’s Bible’’ section 
Largest and most complete 
ever published! Newest 
a Domestic and World's leading 
Postwar Rifles, Shotguns, 
Handguns. Complete Parts, 
Reloading and Ballistics sec- 
tion. Fresh and Salt Water Tackle and Equipment 
of leading manufacturers. Illustrated and described 
with latest prices. Articles by leading authorities. 


548 Pages + Order today * $2.00 postpaid 
at your dealer or Dept. OL 1-53 








battery of gums so they can take part 
in all events. 

The man who simply wants to be a 
good gun handler and has no yen to lug 
home cups and medals can do pretty 
well in all his shooting with one gun, 
and he may possibly be a better all- 
round field and duck shot if he sticks to 
one. My 12 gauge Winchester Model 21 
has two sets of barrels—-one set bored 
Skeet No. 1 and No. 2 (about improved 
cylinder and modified), the other set 
bored modified and improved-modified. 
By changing barrels I can make re- 
spectable scores at any kind of trap- 
shooting, at skeet, on upland game and 
waterfowl. A pump gun with a 26 or 
28-in. barrel bored modified is also an 
all-round gun, and if it has two inter- 


| changeable barrels, one bored improved 


| cylinder, the other bored full or im- 
| proved-modified, its owner is all set. 


| Like any gun nut I am always look- 


ing for an excuse to get a new gun. In 
skeet I’ve recently used a Winchester 
Model 42 in .410; two Remington Model 
11-'48’s, one a 20, the other a 28; an 
Ithaca 20 gauge double; a Remington 
| Model 870 skeet gun in 12 gauge; and 
|a Winchester Model 21, also in 12 
| gauge. And I know perfectly well that 
| my average would have been better if 
I’d stuck to one gun. 

Besides the standard competitive 
games of trap and skeet, there are 





other less formal types of clay-target 
busting. Some clubs have towers that 
throw targets 50 ft. or more above the 
ground to provide practice in flight 
shooting. Another variation is the 
“quail walk’’—the one at Abercrombie 
& Fitch’s shooting school on Long Is- 
land, N. Y., is a dilly. The shooter 
moves along a walk near which small 
traps have been placed. An attendant 
behind him trips 25 of about 35 possible 
targets. They come at the shooter, go 
away from him, fly in-singles and pairs, 
move in the open and through trees. On 
a visit there, my son and I each broke 
16, which, I was told, is about par for 
the skeet shooter on his first exposure. 
No one has ever broken a “straight” on 
the quail walk. The highest score is 23, 
and that was shot by a chap who prac- 
ticed for months. It’s a tough course, 
but it’s the nearest thing to upland 
shooting I know of. 

Sadly enough there is one great draw- 
back to any clay-target shooting—the 
cost. A round of skeet or traps sets a 
man back anywhere from $2.50 to $3.50, 
including the price of a box of shells 
and 25 clay targets. 

Breaking clays with a scattergun is 
by no means a 100 percent satisfactory 
substitute for the real thing. But it 
presents the one big chance for any man 
to become a genuinely good shotgun 
performer.—-Jack O’Connor. 





THE ROYAL HATRACK 


(continued from page 27) 


‘that way. We both fumbled around, 
loading our rucksacks with sweaters, 
sandwiches, and vacuum bottles of hot 
|tea. I carried my .30/06 rifle, and 
| Bohrer toted the .270 as a spare. 

On my earlier hunt, the mountains 
inhabited by red deer hadn’t seemed 
particularly steep. But this one cer- 
/tainly wasn’t easy on the legs. We 
started up it in pitch darkness, parallel- 
ing a small stream that bounced and 
clattered downward. The path was 
muddy and slippery, but every ten feet 
or so logs had been let into the soil to 
serve as steps. And as we moved up- 
ward we found the logs closer and closer 
together, until they were almost like’a 
flight of stairs. (They are now rein- 
forced with small bits of bone that I 
barked off my shins!) 
| The darkness was beginning to pale, 
/ and we'd used an hour of climbing time, 
when we came to a high, gently sloping 
plateau. Here the earth was quite 
spongy—-almost swampy. This was the 
source of the mountain stream—a 
small, basinlike area with only a few 
large old beech trees. 

It was here that the big stags usually 
fed in early morning, Bohrer explained. 
We split up and decided to watch for 
whatever came along. Connor got into 
position at one end of the basin, Bohrer 
and I at the other. Dawn was coming 
fast—as it does in the mountains--and 
we got settled just before full light. 
Hirsch feed very early and then lie 


STOEGER ARMS CORP. aan in hiding most of the day, emerg- 





45-18 Court Square, Long Island City 1, N. Y. 
Sales and Showrooms 507 Fifth Ave. (at 42nd St.) N.Y. 
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ing to feed once more just at dusk. 
| Half an hour after we sat down, 


Bohrer and I heard something moving 
through the foliage to our right. The 
light was dim under the trees but we 
peered intently through our glasses and 
finally picked up a large hirsch cow 
moving slowly in front of us. She 
looked as big as a house and probably 
weighed 200 pounds. Then another 
shape loomed in the half light, and a 
third. My heart jumped and I scanned 
each head eagerly. I wanted badly to 
see horns, but the new arrivals were 
another cow and a spike buck. The 
youngster was still in the velvet, which 
was unusual so late in the year and so 
near the breeding season. 

We watched the trio pick its way 
through the trees and out of sight. 
After that we waited until 8:30 a.m., 
then went back to pick up Connor. He 
reported he’d seen several cows and no 


bucks. All told, there had been eight 
animals in sight, but not one we 
wanted. That ended our morning hunt. 


We descended to the hut at the road 
loop, ate our lunches, and hung around 
until 3 p.m. 

Then we started up the mountain 
again and in an hour and a half reached 
the general area where we wanted to 
hunt that afternoon. It was above the 
little plateau, since red deer usually 
move up the mountain to rest durin: 
the middle of the day. It was a beau- 
tiful early-fall afternoon. The climb 
was not too difficult in daylight, and 
we moved along at an easy pace, keep- 
ing an eve on the Alpine slopes above 
us. Suddenly someone saw a hirsch in 
one of the smaller clearings; we ail 
stopped dead in our tracks and looked 
up at it through our glasses. It turned 
out to be a young forkhorn, so we 
didn’t leave the path. We did, how- 

















teria 
bran 
both 
first. 
platf 
glass 

On 
hirse 
the lk 
ona 












ke 
for 
re. 
on 
23, 
aAC- 
‘se, 
ind 


LW - 
the 
sa 


alls 


| is 
ory 
; ae 
1an 
sun 


ing 
The 
we 
and 
cOW 
She 
bly 
her 
da 
ned 
y to 
rere 
The 
hich 
1 so 


way 
ght. 
., 

He 
i no 
ight 

we 
unt. 
road 
yund 


‘tain 
ched 
d to 
| the 
ally 
ring 
eau- 
limb 
and 
feep- 
bove 
*h in 
> all 
oked 
rned 
») we 
how- 





ever, quicken our pace, and arrived at 
our stands in half an hour. 

The “stand” is a small platform built 
about fifty feet up in a very tall spruce. 
You find them everywhere in German 
forests; from them foresters observe 
game and sportsmen shoot. Each is 
built in an area much frequented by 
animals. Bohrer knew our stands would 
give us a very favorable chance at the 
three stags he’d seen earlier. 

He placed Connor in a tree at the 
foot of a steeply sloped clearing and 
explained to him how and where the 
hirsch would emerge at dusk. Then he 
rejoined me on my platform, which 
commanded a beautiful view down the 
mountain and had an excellent field of 
fire in front of it. It was about 5:30 
when we got into position. The woods 
were just beginning to quiet down, as 
they always do just before twilight. 
We sat and studied the clearing in front 
of us. It was like a park, with only a 
few young spruces scattered about, plus 
some aspens that had already begun to 
turn yellow. 


estimated the range to various spots 
| and_ satisfied myself that none 
were in excess of the 200 meters (about 
220 yards) for which my scope-sighted 
.30/06 was sighted in. Then we sat in 


silence and watched for about twenty 
minutes. I was busy with my glasses 


on the left side of the clearing when I 
felt Bohrer’s hand on my arm. 


I turned slowly and looked toward 
his side of the clearing, and my blood 


pressure tripled. Out of some thick 
second growth a beautiful hirsch moved 
slowly, silently, and gracefully. The 
setting sun’s rays were full upon him, 
and I could see very well why he was 
called a red deer. In that light his 
coat was as red as any fox’s, and he 
was as sleek and shiny as a race horse. 

Raising my glasses, I studied him. 
He was grazing about 150 meters away, 
among the young spruce and aspens, 
and it was a few minutes before I 
could get a good look at his antlers. 
Then I saw one crown and decided that 
this must be the twelve-pointer Bohrer 
had described. But when he swung his 
head I saw that the other beam was not 
crowned, and that he was a ten-pointer. 

Bohrer whispered ‘‘Wait!’’ so I did 
not touch my rifle but stared fascinated 
through the 8X glasses. Then, a minute 
or so later, we heard something else 
moving in the thick growth. I began to 
grow panicky that the ten-pointer 
would move off, leaving me nothing. 
He was well worth taking. 

He turned his head and looked into 
the thicket, and I put my sight on him. 
But again Bohrer said ‘‘Wait,” and I 
held my fire. The foliage rustled again 
and two large forms began to ma- 
terialize among the leaves and spruce 
branches. Now two stags emerged, 
both the same shiny red color as the 
first. My heart was almost rocking the 
platform, and I could hardly keep my 


glasses steady enough to see through. 


One newcomer was the old six-point 
hirsch Bohrer had seen earlier; he had 
the longest set of antlers I’ve ever seen 
on a live animal. They were fully three 
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is just the magazine you have 
been looking for, It is edited 
by none other than A. V. 
Harding, an ardent hunter and 
fisherman. It is a monthly 
publication of 64 or more 
pages chocked full of inter- 
esting articles illustrated with 
actual photos on HUNTING, 
FISHING, FUR FARMING, 
TRAPPING, etc. Each issue 
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The Gun Rack, Fish & Tackle, 
Dogs, Travel, Fur Farming, 
Trapline, Fur Markets’ and 
Question Box— edited by well- 
known men such as Lincoln, 
Robinson, Decker, & Dailey. 
Get a copy at the newsstand. 
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| trigger 


| straight for 
| verberated down the mountainside. 





inches through the butt and more than 
11% meters long. 

The other animal, though, was the 
one we’d been waiting for—the twelve- 
pointer. I looked at Bohrer; he smiled 
confidently and held up three fingers, 
indicating I was to take the third stag. 

I slowly raised my rifle and put the 
scope on the twelve-point crown hirsch 
just as he glided behind a young spruce. 
Again I heard a whispered “Wait!” 
from my guide. Wait, wait! I couldn’t 
wait much longer and be in shape to 
hit anything. Already I was beginning 
to get the shakes from sheer excite- 
ment. But I put down the rifle and 
picked up my glasses. 


as ever a man so lucky as to get 

three great trophy heads within 
200 meters? Suddenly the old six- 
pointer turned his head and stared di- 
rectly at me. I didn’t move a muscle or 
as much as blink. I just stared back at 
him and prayed he wouldn’t spook. 
Abruptly he started to graze again, and 
I didn’t lose an instant in picking up the 
gun. No further need for the glasses; 
I’d decided to take the twelve-pointer. 
I kept the scope on his form, half hid- 
den by the spruces. 

Slowly he grazed out into the open. 
When he raised his head I got a clear 
look at his beautifully symmetrical an- 
tlers. Then I put the reticule of the 
scope on his ribs and pushed my set 
forward. All that stood be- 
tween me and a stag for the Smith- 
sonian was a quarter pound of pull. I 
knew I had him. I touched the trigger. 


FUR - FISH - GAME | There was a splitting crash and the 


bullet left my rifle and headed 
his heart. The noise re- 


Speer 


Rifle recoil blurred my vision for a 


| fraction of a second and I jacked an- 


other bullet into the chamber. My stag 
and the two others were dashing across 
the tree-dotted park like express trains, 
crashing through brush and leaping 
over logs and stumps. I put the rifle 
up quickly but as I did I saw something 
that made me pause. As the twelve- 
pointer raced through an open space, 
the rays of the setting sun shone clear- 
ly on his coat, and I saw a large ver- 
milion patch growing and spreading be- 
hind his shoulder. 

I lowered the rifle then and we lis- 
tened to the three stags churn up the 
brush. Then we heard a thud, followed 
by a thrashing noise in the foliage, and 
then silence. My stag had fallen. 

Then a shot rang out down to our 
right—Connor had fired too. Silence 
followed. We waited for five minutes 


|and then walked over to intercept the 
trail of my hirsch where it had left the 


park and gone into the forest. There 
was a wide, bright blood trail and deep 
slashes through the thick green moss, 
where the hirsch had run and staggered 
for 200 meters. At the end of the trail 
we came upon him; he had fallen and 
rolled down a grassy slope; blood and 
moss strewed his path. 

We examined his antlers carefully 
and found them to be almost perfect in 
symmetry, color, and girth. They were 
well over a meter long. I shook hands 
warmly with Bohrer after he had pre- 





sented me with a green twig for my 
hat—symbolic of the kill—and mur- 
mured the traditional German congrat- 
ulations, ‘‘Weidmanns heil!”’ 

Before we gutted out my stag, I took 
the fifteen measurements requested by 
Dr. Schmitt. The hirsch was a little 
more than 6 feet 8 inches long, 414 feet 
high at the shoulder, and weighed, we 
judged, just a little over 300 pounds. 
We hog-dressed him there on the moun- 
tainside. 

By then it was getting dark, so we 
hurried down to see what Connor had 
got. I knew he was a fine shot, and 
since he’d fired but once I was con- 
fident he had killed a hirsch. When we 
got to his stand he was nowhere in 
sight, but a little hooting brought a 
reply from the slope. Connor was up 
there dressing out his stag, and he 
shouted out his tale to us as we climbed 
the slippery grass toward him. 

When my shot had gone off he was 
looking at a six-point hirsch up the 
steep little slope. At the sound the stag 
charged down and across the grassy 
space, followed immediately by five 
others. This was Connor’s first hunt for 
red deer, and the sight proved almost 
too much for -him. He dropped his 
glasses and grabbed his rifle. One 
hirsch looked larger than the others, 
so he fired at it. The animal ran on but 
staggered and fell in a thick growth of 
spruces; the others disappeared. 

The antlers of Connor’s stag were not 
outstanding nor was the hirsch a large 
one. But at least he was a good eight- 
pointer and weighed close to 200 pounds. 


hat night we skinned out both ani- 

mals and salted the skull, legs, 
and skin of mine. Half the Smithsonian 
order was filled. I still wanted to get 
a cow hirsch, but the season on them 
didn’t open until mid-October so I re- 
turned to Heidelberg. 

Just before the season opened, Maj. 
Leroy Collins and I drove up to the city 
of Hersfeld, in the northern part of the 
U.S. Zone. I had a permit to take a 
cow hirsch and had reserved an area 
where two were to be killed in order 
to thin out the herd. I picked up my 
jaeger, Herr Lemmert, and we set out 
immediately to hunt. 

It was then almost 4 p.m. and the 
light would last only until 5:30. We 
reached my stand and I climbed to the 
platform. Within a few minutes I 
heard something moving through the 
foliage behind me, evidently heading 
toward the open area covered by my 
stand. I picked up my glasses and 
waited. In a few minutes I saw mov- 
ing figures and distinguished a pair of 
roebucks—small European deer that 
weigh not over sixty or seventy pounds 
full grown. I watched them for a few 
minutes until they wandered away. 

The light was fading when I heard 
another noise to my rear. I couldn’t see 
anything through my glasses and had 
just about given up when I spotted a 
fairly large form moving among the 
trees 150 meters away. I picked up my 
rifle and looked through the scope, to 
see if there was enough light left to 
sight by. My reticule came to rest on 
the moving form, but I couldn’t be sure 
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GUN BLUER 
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"SURE SHOT GUN CASE TREATMENT’’ 
A new proven chemical process that prevents 
RUST ON GUNS = 


It's radically different. The case is treated in- y 

stead of the gun. This odorless chemical vapor- 

izes slowly. The vapor seeks out and attaches 

itself as an invisible rust preventing film, to all 

metal gun parts, including the action and bore. 

Protection is complete. A $1.00 2 fi. oz. bottle 

treats one gun case for one year. Money back 

guarantee. At your dealer or direct from— 
BAYPORT CHEMICAL COMPANY, DEPT. 22 
LINDEN HILLS STATION, MINNEAPOLIS 10, MINN. 






$3000 
HUNDREDS OF "BARGAINS! 
BIG ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 504, 
PIONEER GUN SHOP 


DEPT.B1 11010 VICTORY BLVD., NO. HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 








RE-BLUES PERFECTLY 


New, better formula. Beautiful 
job, even on guns blued with 
acid-boiled process, caustic soda 
INSTANT or parkerized. Guns look new 
again. Removes grease, penetrates 
GU N rust, leaves 4 satin blue-black Sal. 
Takes minutes, not hours. $1.0 

BLUE Kit includes 4-0z. bottle Gun Bane. 
cotton, crocus cloth, steel wool. Ask 
dealer or write for folder. 


C. $. VAN GORDEN & SO 















Vaus 


Eau Claire, 
Wis. 





Magnifies 9 Times Area! 
Powerful, precision made binoculars, 
optically grour _ lenses, Center focus- 
ing, adjus tab ey “— h. Excellent 
for all us 20- Da ones Back 
Guarantee, Complete it th ase and 
Straps. Only $5.98 (tax inated. 

temit 


vith order, sent postpaic 


POSTAL MART, Dept. B24B, HAZLETON, PA. 


what it was as it slipped quietly along. 

Then it passed out into an open 
space, my rifle following it. It was a 
man—obviously an illegal border cross- 
er fleeing from behind the Iron Curtain. 
He was already past the Russian 
guards stationed in the woods and well 
within our zone, but he wasn’t taking 
any chances. I followed him with my 
glasses until he again disappeared in 
the gathering darkness. Ten minutes 
later I returned to the car. 

At dawn next morning we were out 
again. Major Collins took his place on 
a stand while Lemmert and I under- 
_took some stalking. 





about half a mile below us in a clear- 
ing. We slipped back onto the wood 
path and made our way down toward 
them. 

The path was ideal for stalking; 
thick trees concealed it and it was cov- 
ered with inches of pine needles that 
silenced our footsteps. The wind was 
with us, too; all in all, we were able to 
make fast time. Soon we reached the 
edge of the pine woods and stopped 
short. The bull hirsch was standing 
| 200 meters away, and between him and 
us there were only scattered trees. Be- 
yond the bull, another 200 meters away, 
were the cows. 

How could we get near them without 
spooking the bull? If he took off they 
would too. We held a short council and 
decided to try to crawl toward the 
| hirsch, creeping from tree to tree. I 
| got down on my hands and knees and 
| moved carefully forward. Finally I got 

behind the last tree, about 100 meters 
|from the bull. The cows were now at 
300 meters’ range. 

| I put my binoculars on the cow I 
| wanted, then brought my .270 rifle into 
| position. I figured that the way it was 
| sighted in, its 150-grain bullet would 
| drop about eight inches below point of 
aim at 300 meters. That range—almost 
330 yards--was longer than I liked but 
there was nothing 








put the reticule of the scope on the 
cow’s backbone. When 
fully broadside I set the trigger and 
touched her off. At the report the bull 


by four cows. I could not be sure I had 
made a mortal hit at that range, but I 
did see one cow wobble uncertainly as | 
she ran. Then the herd turned and went | 
up a hill to my right and out of sight. | 

The jaeger and I ran out to see if | 
there was a blood trail but before we | 
got far we saw a gray*brown spot on | 
the hillside. I put my glasses on it. It 
was my cow, dead. We moved up to 
her and found that my bullet had 
passed completely through her chest | 
cavity, smashing a rib both going in| 
and coming out. The bullet had just 
missed the heart, but it had damaged 
the liver and one lung so badly she had 
| done well to travel as far as she did. 





| That’s how the Smithsonian got its 
|hirsch group. I'll long treasure the 


memory of both hunts. And perhaps my 


greatest memory will be that of the 
hunted creature that got away; the| 


man slipping through the hostile woods 
|} from slavery to freedom. THE END 


I could do about it. | 


she turned | 


About an hour | 
| later we spied a whole herd of red deer | 








bolted and ran straight at me, followed | 
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Prize Winning , 
Body | Gave Him! 


homas Manfre of N. Y. mail- 

ed my coupon. Got my free 
book. Won my Atlas-Cham- 
pion Sterling Silver Cup. He 
says: ‘‘Look at me NOW! 
‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS! 
I’m proud of the natural, easy 
way you made me an ‘Atlas 
Champion’!”’ 


Let Me Prove | Can 
Make You A New Man! 


Would you like 
greater development 

a@ muscular body? 
Then listen: I was 
once a 97 Ib. weak- 
ling. Afraid to fight, 
ashamed to be seen in 
a swimming suit. Then 
I discovered the se- 
cret that changed me 
into ‘‘World’s Most 
Perfectly Developed 
Man.’’ My secret is 
‘“‘Dynamic Tension.’’ 
Helps give you power- 
ful rippling muscles 
you like to see in your 
mirror, helps tone up 
your entire body. 


Only 15 Minutes A Day 

My method ‘“‘Dynamic 
Tension’’—will turn the 
trick for you. No theory 
every exercise is practical 
and man, so easy! Spend 
only 15 minutes a day in 
your own home. From the 
very start, you’ll be using my 
method of ‘‘Dynamic Ten- 
sion’’ almost unconsciously 
every minute of the day 
walking, bending over, etc. 
to BUILD MUSCLE and VI- 
TALITY. And you'll be using 
the method which many great 
athletes use for keeping in 
condition prize fighters, 
wrestlers, baseball and foot- 
ball players, etc. 


FREE My 32-Page 


Illustrated Book 
Yours—Not $1.00 or 10c 
—But FREE 


Send NOW for my famous book 
ao eriasting Health and Strength.’ 
«- pages, packed with actual photo 
graphs, valuable advice. Shows what 
‘“‘Dynamic Tension’’ can do, 
many vital questions. 
it shows what I can do for YOU 
This book is a real prize for any fellow 
who wants 
better build. Yet I'll send you a copy 
absolutely FREE, Just glancing through 
it may mean the turning point in your 
life! Rush coupon to me personally: 


CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 1361, 
115 E. 23rd St., N. Y. C. 


CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 1361, 
115 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 


' want the proof that your system of ‘‘Dynamic 
Tension’’ will help make a New Man of me—give 
me a healthy, husky body and big muscle develop- 
ment. Send me your free book, ‘‘Everlasting Health 
and Strength.’’ 





Photo of Charles 
Atlas, twice winner 
and holder of the 
title ‘‘The World's 
Most Perfectly De- 
veloped Man.’"’ 


answers 











NAME ° AGE. 
(Please print or \ 


ADDRESS. scccccvccesccrtceecteceseseseeseses 


CITY 


1953 65 


JANUARY, 








This seal etebed in your 
binocular certifies It is a 
UNITED ‘‘Best-By-Test’’ 
UNI-COATED*® binocular. 
Your guarantee of satisfac 
tion 

Precision ground, Featherweight. Achromatic. UNI- 
COATED’. Moisture-Dust proofed. Compare Price- 
Quality then BUY UNITED. 








6x 41% on. Pht... Seg 
6x30 15 27.95 
7x Chrome Pkt. 19.95 
x i) 45.50 
\ CEN wOCUS 49.50 
x40 CEN, FOCU 52.50 
7x50 31 oz.! Bare. 36.00 
x0 CEN FOCUS 39.50 
Ax30 18 o7.! . 32.50 
Xx10 More Power 54.50 
kx 10 CEN, FOCUS 62.50 
10x Pkt. 71% 07 24.95 


10x30 Compact Power 39.80 

1x58 CRN, FOCUS, $9.50 

12x50 CEN. FOCUS. 67,50 
fi 7 ! . 69. 


WORLD’S 
LIGHTEST 


GERMAN 


Bx3B0 4°x514” 
7x35 5x6” 14 0% 57.50 
20x56 812"x634" 27 0% 99.50 
optical center of the world! UNI-COATED 
NTER FOCUS pirsimatic binoculars with 
Follow moving objects 
brighter Images 


15x TO 40x 


Cie ——— 6 Telescopes in Onel 


An rican made Wollensak telescope. Instant focusing at 15x, 20x, 
Wx ul 40x, ete. Turn power tube to click—no guesswork,*Te le- 
measures 9” closed, 27” when extended. Weighs 18 oz. 
t proof chrome tubes, All 12 optic surfaces are COATED, See 
~” builet holes clearly at 300 feet. Use also for astronomical ob 
vie S07 gi rapes yar age leather case, Federal 7 Free! 


20x Telescope |: ep COATED® Peake fxr gee $8.95 


11 oz. $39.50 





Made in Germany, 
Whisper Weight'’, CE 
focusing right eye picce 
Enjoy clearer, sharper, 


individually 
faster, cmsier, 














UN.-Ce .TED* Assuring buyers that applications of magnesium 
iluorile bave been applied to the interior sides of the VITAL 
front and rear ACHROMATICS assuring users brighter, clear 
sharper images than ever before. 
FROM 3 CONTINENTS come UNITED'S *‘BEST-BY-TEST’’ 
sinoculars Above are from America, nany and where not 
lemionted from American influenced Jape PRCES skilled Ger 
man optical craftsmen tutored local optical orkmen in ad 
vane “ll chniques It explains why the qnatity is o HIGH 
' orice so ow. 
[FREE wv 40 page catalog Listing over 60° different 
mode net NITED, Zeiss, Hensoldt, hte, from $14.95. 
$0 VAY FREE TRIAL. If bes fully satisfied, return for fai) refund 
Cash orders postpaid, C >. *s require $2.00) deposi Add Fed 


eral Tax, Prices all Eukaie handsome genuine leather case, straps! 


UNITED BINOCULAR co. 
United Bidg. 43 S. Western Ave 
ise 1701 Chicago 0 DEALERS WANTED 


Disnlau Sales Rooms open Mon.-Fri, 9200-3 


CATCH THEM ALIVE AND UNHURT! 


Dept. 








Trap for fun, profit, or rodent riddance. Guar- 
anteed HAVAHART trap catches them alive, 
protects pelts. No springs or jaws. Rustproof. 
Sizes for all needs. For free booklet, mail 
coupon today. 

HAVAHART, 19-J Water St., Ossining, N.Y. 
Please let me in on your trapping secrets. 
Name 
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HUNTING SLINGSHOT 
for GUIDES 
TRAPPERS 
SPORTSMEN 






Stlently 






@ DESIGNED with exclusive 
kills finger rests so that you can 
small easily held and shoot like 


the experts 


ame and 
@ PRECISION east in Zamak 

















agin alloy Attractively fin 
$ ished 
@ Extra rubbers and pouch 
ee he avy gum rub 
ber Fully guaranteed, 
Postpaid 


Send cash, h. check, M.O. 


TINKER MFG. CO. 
Dept. 8 Lapeer, Mich. 


practice and service 
ammunition incl.) 


GOKEY BOTTE SAUVAGE 


World's Finest Boot, hand-stitched 
of tough but soft Bull leathers. 
Waterproof! Slips on or off in 30 
seconds—no hooks or laces to 
break. Non-skid soles. Perfect for 
hiking, riding, hunting. 











Get the ORIGINAL GOKEY 
BOTTE SAUVAGE only by 
writing for measure blank with 
free illustrated sporting catalog. 


GOKEY C0. 


Dept. OL 


St. Paul, Minn. 
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BOYS WILL BE MEN 


(continued from page 41) 


mous vote, and before an applicant was 
accepted he had to prove that he was 
genuinely interested in conservation and 
was willing to work. 

The club strove hard to improve 
sportsmen-landowner relations, to curb 
violations, and to reduce posted acre- 
age. Soon conditions began to improve 
Outsiders became interested and wanted 
to share the work, but because of the 
club's tight admission requirements only 
eight new members were added in two 
years. When it became obvious that the 
club’s policy was excluding worthy 


| sportsmen, the barriers were let down. 





|lem began to shape up in his mind. 


| start them young,” 


| boys 


Membership jumped to 350. 

That’s how things stood in 1948. The 
club had done well in its first two years, 
better than its founders had thought 
possible, and everyone was happy. 
Everyone, that is, except Herb Hock- 
strasser. He felt that there were still 
more game-law violations in the area 
than there should be, and too much 
posted land. What more could the 
club do? 

He recalled that thus far the club had 
devoted itself largely to correcting ex- 
isting abuses. How about doing some- 
thing to prevent abuses--to head them 
off before they became serious? As a 
teacher, it was natural for Herb to 
think in terms of youth and of educa- 
tion, and as he did so the outline of a 
new approach to the conservation prob- 
He 
spoke of it to Jack Culbreath. 

“If you want sportsmen you've got to 
he said. Culbreath, 
who by then had become head of the 
educational division of the Game and 
Fish Commission, readily agreed. Be- 
tween them they cooked up a plan. 

They decided to ask the Morgan 
Game and Fish Conservation Club to 
sponsor a junior organization of local 
boys, to support the group financially, 
tind jobs for its members, and help the 
boys to learn the true meaning of wild- 
life conservation. They suggested that 
the group be self-managed by officers 
of its own selection, with Herb serving 
as counselor. 

The club readily agreed to the plan, 
and when the Fort Morgan High School 
opened that fall Herb picked fifteen 
in the tenth, eleventh, and twelfth 
grades and organized the Fort Morgan 
Junior Conservation Club, the first of its 
kind in Colorado. Kenneth Metzner was 
elected president. 

Herb discovered later that limiting 
the group’s membership to the school’s 
three final grades was a mistake. Boys 


|of that age don't have much time left 


after doing their homework, chores, 
playing ball, and going out on a few 
dates. So he broadened the base to take 
in all grades from the seventh through 
the twelfth. He’s found that the most 
willing workers come from the seventh, 
eighth, and ninth grades and from older 
boys who are planning careers in wild- 
life work. 

To get the ball rolling, the senior club 
bought a 147-acre tract in the Muir 
Springs area along the Platte not far 





from town. It wasn’t good farmland but 
it had between forty and fifty clear 
springs that emptied into an abandoned 
irrigation ditch. The Fort Morgan 
sportsmen saw possibilities in it as a 
playground and park, and felt that it 
would make a good project for the 
juniors to start on. 

The boys threw up dikes and dams to 
form a chain of ponds suitable for both 
trout and warm-water fish. The state 
stocked them. Picnic areas were laid 
out. Livestock that had been grazing 
the area bare was fenced out, and bar- 
ren spots along the river bottom were 
planted with trees, brush, and grass. In 
a year or two the cover was so thick 
you couldn't walk through it. 

Dead trees and brush were heaped in 
piles to shelter rabbits and birds. The 
cottontail population was given a boost 
by stocking fifty pairs, paid for with 





OUTDOOR LIFE 
CONSERVATION AWARD 


This interesting article has won the 
sixteenth Ourpoor Lire Conservation 
Award—a handsome bronze-and-mahog- 
any plaque—for the Fort Morgan Junior 
Conservation Club, Fort Morgan, Colo. 
With the award goes a check for $100 
in furtherance of the club’s work. 

The article is the sixteenth in a series 
on conservation in action that will appear 
in Outpoor LiFe and for which other 
awards will be made. Any person or 
organization engaged in work that gives 
dynamic meaning to America’s Conser- 
vation Pledge is eligible for an award. 
Authors who submit acceptable articles 
describing such work—written in lively, 
readable fashion—will be paid our regu- 
lar rates. 





money the boys raised themselves. Fish- 
ing was allowed in the ponds, with limit 
catches reduced. Hunting was restricted 
to duck and dove shooting along the 
river. 

I tramped this tract last fall with 
Herb and a group of junior club mem- 
bers. It’s crawling with pheasants, 
quail, and rabbits. Muskrats have 
moved into the ponds, and four boys 
have harvested 100 pelts in a single 
trapping season. Mule deer are drifting 
in. In a thick patch of grass and low 
brush a doe and a heavy-antlered buck 
threw up their heads and watched us 
warily. 

With Muir Springs reclaimed, the 
junior club looked around for new 
worlds to conquer. Meanwhile interest 
in the group was mounting in school 
circles, and boys were clamoring to be- 
long. Herb accommodated them by en- 
larging the club and expanding its ac- 
tivities. It was O.K., he believed, to take 
in any boy who wanted to join, but only 
if he was genuinely interested in con- 
servation and was willing to do his 
share of the work. 

Accordingly he drafted changes in 
the set-up to provide two classes of 
membership—members at large, and 
board members. Any boy attending the 
Fort Morgan Junior or Senior High 
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School could buy a membership at large 
for $1. But under the club’s by-laws he 
couldn’t vote, couldn’t become an offi- 
cer and wasn’t eligible to go on field 
trips or excursions until he became a 
board member. To be accepted as such 
he was required to earn twenty-five 
work points, and only work done on 
club projects counted. It was the kids 
themselves who suggested later that the 
requirements be stepped up to 100 
points on the grounds that it was too 
easy to pile up twenty-five. Herb talked 
them into compromising on fifty. The 
scope of the club’s activities widened 
considerably. 


— picked Russian olive seeds 
and sold them to the state Game 
and Fish Commission. Each peck of 
seeds earned its picker one point, and 
last fall three boys, Gordon and Larry 
Johnson, and Paul Seiwald, turned in 
more than 150 pounds of the seeds in 
a few weeks. 

Boys painted and repaired picnic 
tables, helped put up cattle guards, sold 
club memberships, and talked their fa- 
thers into leaving patches of wildlife 
cover on their farms. 

The winter of 1949 brought a severe 
blizzard and one of the worst pinch pe- 
riods in years for gamebirds over much 
of northeastern Colorado. Such storms 
frequently choke the bills of pheasants 
with ice. Francis Andregg and Jerry 
Trumbo, farm boys and club members, 
tramped the snowy fields during the 
worst of the weather and searched for 
hungry, freezing ringnecks. They scat- 
tered food in sheltered spots, carried 
disabled birds to farm building's, cared 
for them until they recuperated, and 
freed them after the storm blew out. 

Other boys helped with the winter 
feeding program, and some carried out 
a Magpie-trapping campaign. Kenny 
Richards, a twelfth-grader and presi- 
dent of the club, acted as “big brother” 
to seventh-graders Donnie Achziger and 
Robbie Baldwin in getting rid of these 
pests, and their score ran into the hun- 
dreds of birds before they lost count. 

One of the club’s big projects was 
pheasant rearing. A supply of eggs was 
obtained from the state, and more than 
300 birds were reared and released. 
Seventeen-year-old Bill Reed, who once 
was president of the club, spark-plugged 
the job, and it proved to be a tough one. 
All feeding had to be done after school 
hours. At one time the birds began to 
peck each other, making it necessary to 
cut down the light in their pens. But 
the birds finally were liberated. 

The boys went farther and farther 
afield in their search for useful projects. 
They made up No Hunting Without 
Permission signs and sold them at cost 
to landowners to take the place of signs 
closing the land entirely. They peddled 
subscriptions to Colorado Conservation, 
the official publication of the Game and 
Fish Commission, and sold more than 
200 in two weeks. One class of twenty- 
four boys sold 180 subscriptions in less 
than a month, more than any depart- 
ment employe had ever turned in ina 
year. Jens Christensen, a seventh-grad- 


er, sold twenty-one in a few days, and 
boys kidded him for 


When the other 





not keeping up the pace he claimed he 
“ran out of friends.”’ 

Prior to the opening of hunting sea- 
sons the boys distributed handbills urg- 
ing good sportsmanship and observance 
of game laws. The question of viola- 
tions came up, and it didn’t take long 
for the boys to understand why the 
game-law violator is a thief and why 
turning in a thief isn’t “squealing.” 
They started to make things tough for 
poachers. 

Farm 
shooting, 
they overtook him 
license number or 
characteristics and reported to Herb. 
A call to the warden closed the deal. 

In one case a boy who carries a paper 
route smelled feathers burning in an 
alley incinerator. He investigated. What 
he saw were pheasant feathers, and he 


boys, hearing out-of-season 
took off after the violator. If 
they noted his car 
other identifying 


knew that the pheasant season was 
closed. The kid passed the word along. 


The club’s next step was a long one. 
Herb and Jack Culbreath had always 
hoped that eventually they could guide 
the organization straight into the class- 
rooms. There was no provision for con- 
servation education in the Colorado 
school system. As a conservation edu- 
cator, Jack realized the desirability of 
getting the subject included in the sys- 


tem’s curriculum, and, as a teacher, 
Herb knew how eager kids were to 
learn more about outdoors. If they 


could get conservation classes launched 
in Fort Morgan, the two agreed, maybe 
it would prove to be an entering wedge. 


Superintendent Roy Brourink and 
Principal Dwight Farrow were com- 


pletely sold on the job Herb was doing 
with the Fort Morgan junior club. 
They were giving him all the co-opera- 
tion they could, including the use of 
such school facilities as films, class- 
rooms for meetings, and buses. 

Before school started in the fall of 
1950 Herb was called into the principal’s 
office and asked if he would like to 
tackle the job of introducing and con- 
ducting a trial conservation class at the 
seventh grade level. 

He’s a soft-spoken guy, 
he shouted his answer 
yes! 


but for once 
an emphatic 


"Boom the program launched wasn’t 
easy. There were few precedents to 
follow and little teaching material avail- 
able. Herb had to start from scratch, 
but the enthusiasm of the kids more 
than made up for these handicaps. By | 
that time the junior club’s membership | 
was up to more than 200, and about half 
that number enrolled in the conserva- 
tion class the first year. Since then en- 
rollment has run around 125 a year. 
One of the first things Herb did was 
buy a camera and start a collection of 
color slides. He supplemented his own 
material with slides and movies from 
the Game and Fish Commission, the 
few textbooks available, conservation 
leaflets and manuals, and outdoor mag- 
azines. 
basic, emphasizing the value of soil 
and water, and the need to protect them 
from abuse. He taught such things as 
archery, photography, wildlife identi- 
fication, and game and fish manage- 


He kept the classroom work | 
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SEALED BEAM 


33, 000 Candlepower 





The most Pata Flashlight in aa World 
NOW WITH 15 CELL PERFORMANCE 
Ijt’S AN AMAZING 


“HI-BRED™ 


Unlike any other flashlight 

made. Actually 3 times 

Stronger yet batteries last 

twice as long! Uses only 

6 cells to produce 15 cell 

power! It's a ‘‘Hi-Bred’’. 
Custom Made to 
Sell for $7.50 


Order 
by mail 


Two for $9.50 
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Add 25c Ea. postage 

f ? and special packing 
Extra Bulbs Six for $1.00 
\w Extra Giant Reflector 1.19 
Shoulder Shing i 39 
4 Batteries, Standard 6 for 75c 
Batteries, Heavy Duty 6 for We 






DYNAMIC REFLECTOR 
Pure zinc die casting with 
silver ray coating. Most ef- 
ficient reflector known. Gives 
extreme brilliarce. 

SEALED BEAM 
Focused at the factory on a 
small ‘‘firebali’’ spot. You 
can shine a coon 80 rods 
away! rh spot beam 
over a mil 
HIGH ‘VOLTAGE 
Blinding spot beam created 
with much higher voltage than 
in ordinary lights. That’s why 
batteries last longer. Actually 
produces over 33,000 can 
dliepower! 

SOLID BRASS 
Entire case of brass, will never 
rust. Chrome plated. Heavy 
duty switch. You must agree 
it’s the strongest flashlight in 
the world or your money back 

CUSTOM MADE 
Specificaily designed for ex 
treme power, and custom made 
to beat the performance of all 
other flashlights for distanee 
and brilliance of spot beam. 
Own the best, order the ‘‘Hi 
bred‘’ today! 

EASY TO CARRY 
Use with shoulder sling, or car 
ry in hunting coat. Unscrews in 
middie to fit glove compart 
ment of your cor. Order by mail 
with complete confidence, no 
disappointment, money back 
guarantee 


1DOG SUPPLY HOUSE 


P.O. Box uses. Sosrete "28, Mich. 
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Experts say: ‘‘25% of accuracy de- 
pends on the stock!’’ Your stock 
must ‘‘feel’’ right—fit right! Don’t 
risk ‘‘barrel-jump.’’ Restock now 
with a BISHOP...they’re custom- 
designed to guarantee you easier, 
more accurate shooting. Available 
for most rifles and shotguns. 
Completely finished and fitted, 
or semi-finished and inletted. 
Choice kiln-dried walnut. 
Priced as low as $5. See your 
dealer, or write today! 


GET THIS FREE CATALOG! 


E. C. BISHOP & SONS, inc. 
DEPT. L-5 WARSAW, MISSOURI 
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LO-SWING 


Rigid .. . Precision Scope Mount ~ 
PLUS Instant Use of Iron Sights 


wr 
PACHMAYR GUN WORKS 


1220 So. Grand Ave 


Guard Your Guns | 


} 


This Winter with | 
Hoppe’s No. 9 


This reliable Solvent will remove all 

primer, powder, lead and metal fouling | 
—offset gun sweat—and pro- 
tect from rust. Gun dealers 
sell it or send 10c for sample. 
Send post card request for our 
“Gun Cleaning Guide,”’ full 
of useful gun cleaning facts. 


FRANK A. HOPPE, INC. 
Established 1903 
2315No. 8th'St., Phila. 33, Pa. 


SCOPE 
MOUNT 


























br see your gun dealer 


Los Angeles 15, Calif. 





Gold or 


ivr STUDS 


IDEAL GIFTS FOR HUNTERS 

Permanently records the kill for the 

proud hunter. 18 beautifully em- 
bossed, jewel-like heads: 


Elk Turkey Mule Deer 
Deer Coyote Brown Bear 
Bear Skunk Grizzly Bear 

Moose Javalina Mountain Sheep 
Wolf Antelope Mountain Goat 
Cougar Caribou Black T. Deer 
Gold, Sterling, 
$3.00 ea. $1.25 ea. 
Fed. Tax incl. No. C.0.D.’s 
RnR. 2. GSOPFEY 


1100 Main Ave., San Antonio, Texas 
Heads shown below are actual size. 
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CHIPPEWA FALLS WOOLEN MILLS CO. 
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin 


RE-EASE 


a. OF, (A Piper Brace Product) 


“Double...4.95 
/ Right or left 


Side § Fitting 
95 Required 
A strong, form-fitting waShable support. Back lac- 


ing adjustable. Snaps up in front. Adjustable leg 
strap. Soft, flat groin pad, No steel or leather 
bands. Unexcelled for comfort. Also used as after 
operation support. For men, women and children. 
Mail orders give measure around the lowest part 
of the abdomen and state right or left side or 
double. We Prepay Postage Except on C.0O.D.'s. 
PIPER BRACE CO. 
811 Wyandotte, Dept. OL-13. Kansas City 6, Mo. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
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Hockstrasser, left, gives boys pointers on 
gamebird identification. Note Conser- 
vation Pledge plaque on classroom wall 


ment. He took the boys on field trips 
to state fish hatcheries, and arranged to 
have them go with local game wardens 
for a first-hand look at things and an 
explanation of game laws. 

He tells me that any teacher who 
wants to introduce a_ conservation 
course in junior high school can get a 
lot of helpful advice and useful liter- 
ature and materials from his own state’s 
conservation department, state educa- 
tion officials, colleges and universities, 
the U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service, and 
often from leading conservation clubs 
and sportsmen’s organizations. 

Herb tied in the conservation class 
with his regular shop work, and taught 
the boys how to tie flies, repair fishing 
tackle and guns, make gun cases, hand- 
load, and take care of camping equip- 
ment. 

The interest and loyalty of the boys 
surprises even Herb. I went along 
with him and the group one day on a 
field trip to the Rocky Mountain Na- 
tional Park. Just before our bus pulled 
away from the high school a lively 
twelve-year-old came hurrying up. “I 
made it,’’ he announced. “I got up at 
three o’clock this morning to run my 
paper route so I could be here by seven.” 

Once Gerald Bohl, a thirteen-year-old 
farm boy, got up before daylight, did 
his chores, walked five miles to town, 
and was on hand to help with a rabbit- 
planting project that would earn him 
points. After it was all over he was 
going to walk home, too, but Herb found 
out about it and arranged transporta- 
tion for him. 

One unexpected result of the program 
has been its effect on certain boys and 
their approach to school work. 

“Some enter junior high hating school 
and everything connected with it,’’ a 
Fort Morgan teacher told me. “They 
wouldn’t come if they could help it, 
and they intend to do as little as pos- 
sible. We spot them as troublemakers 
and put them in Herb’s conservation 
class. They join the junior club because 
| they want to be in the swim.” 
| The teacher went on to say that the 
| first thing these boys find out is that 
| they have to earn their way in competi- 
+ tion with boys in their own age group. 





They start to study biids, animals, and 
fish, and they make a field trip or two 
Herb shows them how to handle a gun 
or fix a reel, and all of a sudden they 
discover that school is fun. It changes 
their whole attitude, not only in othe: 
classes but in everything they do. 

Herb told me that one day a fathe 
stopped him on the street and went 
straight to the point. ‘That kid ot 
mine is beginning to amount to some 
thing,” he said. “He never was much 
good until he joined your club and got 
into your class. It’s made a different 
boy out of him.” 

It’s on the strength of such testimony, 
plus the evidence of what the junior 
club and the conservation class have 
accomplished, that the Morgan Game 
and Fish Conservation Club has con- 
tinued its support of the work. 

It’s easy now to raise money for 
something these kids want to do. A 
local car dealer has put up an annual 
$100 award, starting this year, for the 
boy voted the outstanding member of 
the junior club. The adult club set 
aside $1,300 last summer to build a 
dike around Muir Springs. 

I sat in a meeting of the senior club’s 
directors last fall when a proposal was 
made to buy a twelve-acre tract adjoin- 
ing the Muir Springs property. The 
land is a key piece, containing the big- 
gest of the springs supplying water for 
the project. Within five minutes the 
members pledged $250 toward the cost. 
That was on Thursday night. By Sat- 
urday noon $800 was in the till. 


he conservation class is often a 

source of news, and local papers 
give it space. While on a field trip to a 
fish hatchery at Denver, a group of the 
boys appeared on a statewide farm 
radio program. Herb made the Denver 
Post’s hall of fame after Dr. Ira N. 
Gabrielson, president of the- Wildlife 
Management Institute, Washington, 
D. C., presented him with the annual 
award of the National Association of 
Conservation Education. 

The Colorado Education Association 
has made note of this pioneer conserva- 
tion effort in its official journal, and the 
State Board of Public Instruction has 
begun to lay groundwork for teacher 
training and the introduction of con- 
servation courses in schools throughout 
the state. Sportsmen in other communi- 
ties are getting things going. ‘ Plans for 
junior clubs and conservation classes 
are presently being laid or discussed in 
Greeley, Brush, Boulder, Loveland, 
Brighton, Gunnison, Monte Vista, and 
other towns. 

There’s a good chance that state-wide 
conservation education may not be too 
far away in Colorado. It won’t come 
overnight, but the next few years may 
see the teaching of conservation become 
as much a part of the state’s school sys- 
tem as classes in history or arithmetic. 

Back in 1946 when Herb Hock- 


strasser and Jack Culbreath were kick- 
ing the idea of a conservation class 
back and forth, Herb recalls Jack said, 
“Let’s start it and see where it goes.” 
It’s already gone much farther than 
either of them expected, and the end 
is nowhere near in sight. 


THE END 
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Headspacing .270 


Question: I am rebarreling my .270 Win- 
chester Model 70 and would like a few pointers. 
The barrel is finished except for headspacing. 
What headspacing gauge shall I use, and what 
kind of reamer—finishing or otherwise?—John 
Klasek, Mich. 


Answer: I strongly suggest you let a pro- 
fessional barrel fitter finish your chamber for 
you, but if you must do it yourself use a finish 
reamer and obtain a 1.942 gauge. Run the ream- 
er in until you can just close your bolt on the 
1.942 gauge; then you are set. If you are just 
able to close the bolt on a 1.940 gauge you will 
run into factory-loaded ammunition that won’t 
function well because it will be a bit long for 
your chamber.—J.O’C. 


Revolver on Deer? 


Question: What do you think of hunting 
white-tail deer with a Smith & Wesson .357 
Magnum revolver? It has a long—834 in.— 
barrel. I do all of my small-game hunting with 
a .22 Woodsman match pistol.—Bert Mullally, 
N.Y. ; 

Answer: I’ve always felt that shooting deer 
with any kind of handgun is pretty much of a 
stunt, because a handgun is much more difficult 
to shoot accurately than a rifle. However, a 
genuinely good handgun man probably shoots a 
lot more accurately than many of the bum rifle 
shots who invade the woods every fall. 

If you could get a good handload to give a 
158-gr. hollow-point bullet the full factory ve- 
locity of 1,450 foot seconds, with 738 foot pounds 
of muzzle energy, and if you could, under pres- 
sure, keep your shots in the chest cavity at 
ranges up to 50 yd., you could probably kill any 
white-tail that ever moved. 

But you should do a lot of practicing before 
you undertake a hunt, and also be sure that such 
hunting with a handgun is legal in your area. 
—J.O’C. 


Erratic .22? 


Question: I have a .22 caliber Remington 
Model 512 rifle carrying a 9X Mossberg scope, 
and with solid-point bullets I could kill wood- 
chucks with it at 50 yd. Now, using hollow- 
point bullets, I can’t kill them. What do you 
suppose is wrong?—William Garde, Md. 


Answer: The answer probably is that you 
sighted in the rifle with one kind of ammunition 
and are now using something else, with a suff- 
ciently different point of impact at 50 yd. to 
make you hit poorly or not at all. Just as a 
guess, I’d say you sighted in with standard- 
velocity ammunition, with a solid bullet, and 
are now using high-speed ammunition with hol- 
low-point bullets. 

Do some very careful shooting at a target 
with the latter ammunition and adjust your sight 
to put the high-speed hollow-points 1 in. above 
point of aim at 50 yd. You will be on the nose 
at about 75.—J.O’C. 


Humble Pie 


Question: I was interested in your statement 
that you-recently obtained 2-in. groups at 100 
yd. with a Marlin Model 336 carbine in .35 Rem- 
ington. Your finding confirmed some rather 


Startling results I’ve had with a 336 mounted 
with a Weaver K-2.5 scope. 

The rifle, a battered and somewhat rusty one, 
belongs to a friend who could not hit a bull in 
I persuaded 


the behind with a canoe paddle. 





t 


said friend to let me take the Marlin to a gun- 
smith and have the K-2.5 scope mounted on it. 
Then we sighted it 1n to hit a couple of inches 
high at 100 yd. 

I was astonished to find that we could make 
3-shot groups averaging about 1% in. And the 
caliber is .32 Special—hardly an accurate one. 

I think you'll find that the Model 336 shoots 
well in any caliber. A lot of guys have been 
running down lever-action rifles without justifi- 
cation. I love my bolt-action rifles with a love 
that burns bright, but I’ve had to eat a lot of 
humble pie over the iever-action-accuracy issue. 
—Raymond L. Erickson, Oreg. 


Answer: I've never said that lever-action 
rifles won't shoot accurate.v. I had a Model 99-T 
Savage that confounded the boys, because the 
darned thing wouid shoot like a heavy-barreled 
.22/.250. The first time I shot it with a scope I 
couldn't believe my own eyes 

On the other hand, I’m quite certain that the 
average good bolt-action rifle will—because of 
its one-piece stock—shoot somewhat smaller 
groups than the average gooa ltever-action rifle 
under identical conditions. But many run-of- 
the-mine lever rifles shoot like the dickens. 
Most of the alleged inaccuracy in the type is due 
to the indifferent sights with which most lever- 
action rifles are fitted.—J.O'C. 


Fast Gun for Quail 


Question: My Model 37 Ithaca pump shotgun 
has a 28-in. barrel bored modified. I plan to 
have a Poly-Choke installed and the overall 
length of the barrel cut to 26 in. Will this affect 
balance adverseiy? 

Most of my shooting is at quail in pretty 
thick cover, so I’d like to have the barrel as 
short as possible. 

Would you advise a ventilated Poly-Choke or 
the standard model?—Raymond J. Barton, Ohio. 


Answer: For fast shooting you need a shot- 
gun that’s fairly light in the muzzle. Loss of 
velocity is so slight when you shorten the bar- 
rel a reasonabie degree you won't notice the 
difference in the field. Since you want a fast- 
handling, muzzie-light gun for brush shooting, 
I'd suggest you get the standard Poly-Choke 
fitted to give you an overall barrel length of 
24 in. —J.O’'C. 





Land Value 


Question: Is a .30 caliber rifle barrel with 
six lands more accurate than one with four 
lands?—H. G. Comstock, Calif. 


Answer: Theoretically, six narrow lands pro- 
duce greater accuracy than four wide ones, but 
in actual practice I’ve never been able to detect 
the difference.—J.O'C. 


| 
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Diet for Swift 


Question: At what range should I sight in my 
new scope-sighted .220 Swift rifle? Best accu- 
racy for it, I understand, is obtained at about 
34 throttle, that is, using from 36 gr. to 38.5 gr. 
of No. 4064 powder behind a 55-gr. bullet. Do 
you agree?—Glenn S. Rundblom, Tex. 


Answer: I like to sight in a .220 Swift to put 
the bullet 2 in. above line of scope sight-at 100 
yd. Then you are sighted in at anywhere from 
250 to 275 yd. Your maximum bullet rise is 
about 2'% in:, which is not excessive even on 
varmints; you can hold on a chuck up to at/| 
least 300 yd. and not worry about trajectory. 

You are correct about the load. It’s been my | 
experience that the .220 Swift user gets maxi- | 





NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION membership will mean 
greater pleasure with your guns and shooting—whether 
your favorite is a pistol, rifle, or shotgun. Join the half-million 
sportsmen who say NRA membership is the biggest bar- 
gain for any gun owner. 


You'll learn more about guns through the AMERICAN 
RIFLEMAN magazine. Each month you'll get this big book, 
devoted exclusively to guns and shooting—over 1,100 
pages a year loaded with the latest and best information 
on all types of guns, the best calibers and loads, the best 
sights and other accessdries, detailed “how to do it 
articles on home gunsmithing, reloading and remodeling 
expert hunting advice—facts on better guns ond better 
shooting. NRA manuals give you even more detailed 
information on all subjects. The outstanding NRA Panel of 
Experts gives you direct advice on your persona! gun and 
shooting problems. NRA shooting programs give you 
opportunities to develop your shooting skill 

NRA helps you keep your guns too—notifies you when 
proposed anti-gun laws threaten your right to enjoy 
your guns. 

All this is yours for just $4.00 a year. Send in this 
coupon now. It will start the AMERICAN RIFLEMAN coming 
to you and will bring you a 
confirming NRA membership 
application. If you prefer, 
check “Bill me” box—our in- 
voice will follow. 






As a bonus for immediate action 
we will send, at no extracharge, | 

acopy of the NRA manual ‘‘How To . 
Shoot A Rifie’’ (Regular price $1). © 











@eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeneeeee 
> NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION ° 
* 1602 Rhode Island Avenue, N.W., Wash. 6, D. C. 

Please sign me up under your special offer 
e and send my NRA manval. 

* © Enclosed is my $4.00 [) Bill me please. 

- Name 

- Address 

® City & State 
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Praised by thousands of sports- 
men as the perfect oiler for every 
need. Automatically applies a 
fraction of a drop exactly where 
you want it. Handy as your foun- 
P tain pen. 


POSTPAID | 







Here’s a gift vou and 
your friends will truly 
ippreciate Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Ask your 
dealer, today. f he 
cannot supply you, write us 
for quick delivery to you. 

Sent postare paid ' 4 


THE DILL MFG. CoO. “* Se ae 
Set li: wed 


Beat. (0=100 6 Glad 8. Covelend 8, Clo 
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AT ALL DRUG STORES * 45c¢ and 75c SIZES 





JANUARY, 1953 69 












TLLUSTRATED IN 
OUR NEW CATALOG! 






SMART STYLES EXPERTLY —s 
CUSTOM-MADE FROM YOUR ene 
STYLES 












DEERHIDES WHICH WE TAN. 


CATALOG TELLS ABOUT THE 
CARE OF HIDES, TANNING, 
HOW TO ORDER JACKETS, 
GLOVES AND MOCCASINS. 


FOR YOUR FREE 
COPY OF CATALOG! 


CUSTOM COAT CO. 


BERLIN, WISCONSIN 











DIFFER ENT! 
SAFE — NON-TOXIC 
HI-POWER — ACCURATE A 
ECONOMICAL — CONVENIENT 
Easy to operate—Uses low cost Soda Cartridges, \ 
Shoots Cal, 177 Benjamin H-C Pellets & Darts or BB. 
Write Today For ttustrated Folder of All Models, 
Benjamin Air Rifles and Benjamin Air Pistols. 


BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE C0., 804 MARION ST., ST. LOUIS 4, MO., U.S.A. 


GUN 





Designed to Please the 
Most Critical Shooter! 








| right for a man of from 5 ft. 





| as a last resort. 


Beautiful Duraluminum Clean 
DY ing Rod, Tips, Bronze Brushes. | 

IN STURE IT Solvent, Gunslick, Patches and 
Biase Oil, TRAY IS REMOVABLE 
. Shotgun Kits $2.95, Rifle Kits 
$2.75 or Pistol Kits $2.25. Buy | 


Goods Dealer 


Make “‘HIM" happy 











OUTERS LABORATORIES, Inc., Dept 








Send us your skins to be 
tanned and made into 
chokers, neckpieces, coats, 
robes and rugs. 


Manufacturing of leather 


jackets and gloves. Fur 
tanners, buckskin tanners, 
TAN THEM taxidermy. 


Free Catalog 


ROCHESTER FUR DRESSING CO. 
296 Broad St., Rochester 4, N.Y. 


YOU 
WEAR THEM 














FREE—Amazing Book on 


RHEUMATISM, ARTHRITIS 


pains and discomforts of Rheu- 


If you suffer the aches, 
ARTHRITIS, NEURITIS 


matism, as manifested in 


SCIATICA or LUMBAGO, send today for the FREE 
Book. It reveals important facts about why drugs and 
medicine give only temporary relief without removing 
causes Explains fully a proven, specialized system of 
treatment that may save you years of distress. No 
obligation. Write for this FREE Book today! 

BALL CLINIC, Dept. 532, Excelsior Springs, Mo. 





Wing Shooting 


It is one thing to talk the jargon of velocity, pattern and 
penetration, and another to figure the lead on fast-flying 
bird, Askins knows the game from both angles but he has 
written his book from the standpoint of the ordinary hunt- 
er in the uplands and on the shore, If ‘‘holding ahead’ 

judging distance and figuring direction are problems about 
which an expert can tell you something. you will find all 
this) and more discussed definitely and simply in ‘‘Wing 


Shooting and cover, Sent postpaid for only 


he Writ 


Outdoor Life, 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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with a GUNSLICK ee | 
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from your Hardware or Sporting | 


| 
| 





duces a 7 mm. 


mum barrel life with a load of somewhere be- 
tween 37 and 38.5 gr. of No. 4064 with a good 
55-gr. bullet, and there is less lengthening and 
stretching of the case necks.—J.O’C 


Shotgun Stock Too Short 


Question: I use my 16 gauge Remington 
Model 11-'48 shotgun on quail. I am 6 ft. 3 in., 
with long arms and neck, and find that the gun 
(which has a standard stock) points high and 
to the left. Am I right in thinking that this is 
caused by insufficient drop at comb? It seems 
that a thinner comb would let my eye come in 
line better. So I'm thinking of taking off some 
of the comb. What do you advise?—Louis 
Hodges, Miss. 


Answer: Before you start whittling on that 
stock, talk the matter over with someone who 
knows shotguns and let him see you mount the 
gun. Unless you have very wide cheekbones, 
the gun should not point high and to the left, 
since the Model 11-'48 does not have a particu- 
larly high comb. 

But I don’t doubt that the stock is too short 
for you. Length of pull is 14 in., which is about 
8 in. to 5 ft. 10 in. 
I should think that a 
from the center 
the butt would 
1434 in., since 


Since you are 6 ft. 3 in., 
length of pull of about 14% in. 
of the trigger to the center of 
about catch you. Perhaps even 
you say you have long arms. 

Get a good gunsmith to install a rubber re- 
coil pad to give you the proper length of pull, 
and it’s my hunch your troubles will be over. 
The longer stock will bring your cheek a bit 
farther back, and tend to get your eye more in 
line with the barrel. 

You can first establish correct length of pull 
by installing a lace-on pad and trying various 


thicknesses of cardboard between it and the 
butt. 
Don’t whittle on that comb, however, except 


I'm quite sure that the longer 
stock will fix you up.—J.O’C. 


Distance Between Sights 


Question: I say it doesn’t matter whether the 


sights on a gun are 2 in. or 2 ft. apart—accuracy 
is not affected. A friend says the distance be- 


tween sights makes a difference. Who is right? 


—Thomas E. Mullaney, Mass. 


Answer: Sorry, but you lose. It matters a 
great deal whether sights are 2 in. or 2 ft. apart. 
The longer the distance (sighting radius) with 
iron sights, the greater the accuracy, because 
you can line up the two sights more exactly. For 
that reason, it’s easier to achieve accuracy with 
a rifle than with a carbine, and that’s why spe- 
cial target rifles usually have longer barrels 
than sporting rifles.—J.O’C 


Origin of the Hornet 


I was surprised at your statement 
issue that the .22 Hornet cartridge 


Question: 
in a recent 


was originated in this country. It came from 
Germany, where it was made under the name 
“Vierling.”’ 

I have always been a Hornet enthusiast and 


presently own a German Zi-Di in that caliber. 
It’s an outstanding rifle.-—Al/bert Brassen, Calif. 


Answer: What you say is partly true. The 
Germans developed a .22 center-fire cartridge 
from the old .22 W.C.F. case, and used a 


jacketed bullet with a muzzle veiocity of around 


1,700 foot seconds. The cartridge was known 
as the 5.6 x 35-R Vierling. However, it is not 
identical with the .22 Hornet. The two car- 


tridges are not interchangeable, but differ slight- 
ly in their dimensions. 

The Germans did make up .22 Hornets for 
export, and the Zi-Di was one of the rifles they 
sent over. I understand it’s a fine little fire- 


arm.—J.O'C. 


7 mm. Model 70 


Since Winchester no longer pro- 
Model 70, I'd like some dope on 
converting a 70 to that caliber. Which of the 


Question: 


| calibers available are suitable for the operation? 


—Charles Pratt, Mich. 


Answer: I’m quite sure you can obtain a 
Winchester Model 70 in 7 mm. on special order. 








Last time I was at the factory there was a good 
supply of 7 mm. barrels on hand. 

If you can’t get one, I’d suggest you buy a 
Standard-grade Model 70 in .30/06 or .270 and 
turn it over to a good barrelmaker for conver- 
sion to 7 mm.—/J.O’C. 


Watch Out for Waves 


Question: My double-barreled 12 gauge Rem- 
ington shotgun has been in the family quite a 
while. Its marked ‘206853” and its hammers are 
curved and fancy. How old is it, and is it safe 
to use with modern high-powered loads? —Herb 
Bartholomew, Calif. 


Answer: The fact that your gun has visible 
hammers, and also the fact that Remington has 
not made side-by-side doubles since 1910, indi- 
cate that the gun is old and probably has twist 
or Damascus barrels. If so, it isn’t safe to use 
with any modern smokeless-powder load. Ex 
amine the barrels carefully;_if you see a wavy 
or whorly pattern, it’s bad business.—J.O’C. 


Dead Soldier 


Question: I have a bolt-action tubular-maga- 
zine repeating rifle with the serial number 
163524, a cross symbol, and the markings Waff- 
enfabrik M:78. Can you tell me something 
about it?—Warren E. Pardoe Jr., N 


Answer: That's an ancient Swiss military 
rifle that was imported into the U.S. and sold 
for around $2 or $3 when the Swiss army dis- 
continued the rifle many years ago. It is cham- 
bered for the .41 Swiss rimfire cartridge, which 
is no longer loaded in this country. Conse 
quently there isn't a thing in the world you 
can do with that old musket but hang it on the 


wall.—J.O’C. 


Booby Trap 


Question: I recently loaded a .22 W.R.F. car- 
tridge with powder from two .22 Long Rifle car- 


tridges and inserted a copper-jacketed 45-g: 
bullet from a .22 Hornet. What will happen 
when I fire this cartridge?—John Harris, Iowa 


Answer: I think you stand a most excellent 
chance of seeing some fireworks if you ever fire 
that cartridge. Powder used in the .22 rimfire 
is exceedingly quick-burning, and doubling the 
quantity might praduce enough pressure to 
wreck your rifle. No one should ever fool with 
handloading until he is pretty well grounded in 
elementary ballistics. For heaven’s sake, don't 
fire that freak cartridge. Instead, dig a nice 
deep hole and bury it.—J.O’C. 


Danger to Eyes 


Question: Just what are the chances of gas 
escaping from a rifle action and getting into 
one’s eyes and doing mischief? I’m buying a 
-375 Magnum and know that if I fool around 
with high-powered handloads there’s a chance 
one may let go. But how about factory loads? 
Incidentally, I wear glasses constantly becaus« 
of defective vision, and they may be protection 
enough.—Jack Franzetti, N.Y. 


Answer: Since you wear glasses all the time, 
as I do, there’s no danger to your eyes from 
escaping gas. Yes, a case occasionally lets go, 
and that’s why I advise anybody who does mucli 
shooting—any shooting at all, for that matter— 
to wear glasses for protection. Years ago a 
7 mm. Mauser case came in two on me, and if 
I hadn't been wearing giasses I'd be blind to- 
day.—J.O’C. 


Rifle for Lefty 


Question: I'm thinking of buying a deer rifle 
Trouble is, I'm left-handed. What kind of ac- 
tion would suit me best?—Roger K. Haldeman, 
Oreg. 


Answer: Best bet in a deer rifle for a south- 
paw is probably a lever-action hammer rifle 
The hammer at half cock serves as a safety and 
it’s centrally located for either the right-handed 
or left-handed shooter. 

The lever action is much more convenient for 
the left-handed man than is a bolt action. If 
I were you I’d choose among Winchester’s 
Model 71 in .348 or Model 94 in .30/30, and 
Marlin’s Model 36 in .35 Remington.—J.O'C. 
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Mauser Magnum 


red Wells, gunsmith, 514 W. Gurley 
4 St., Prescott, Ariz., makes Magnum 
and short Mauser actions for different 
cartridge lengths by altering standard 
Model 98 or FN Mauser actions. The 
process involves cutting the midsection 
out of an action, then welding the re- 
mains to make a short action. Next he 
cuts another action in two, adds the 
leftover section from the first, welds 
them all up, and has a long (or Mag- 
num) action. The picture shows Wells 
Magnum, standard, and short actions. 

I own a shortened Springfield action 
for the .22/.250 cartridge done by Frank 
Twitchell, formerly of Spokane, Wash.; 
and I have seen many sweet short 


Mauser actions turned out by Roy Dun- 
lap, of Tucson, Ariz., 
gess, of Spokane. 


and by Tom Bur- 
Job is entirely safe if 





Wells actions—Magnum, standard, short 


it’s carefully done so that the locking 
lugs on the bolt and the receiver ring 
are not annealed by overheating. 

So if anyone is bothered by elephants 
tracking up his backyard and eating his 
sweet peas, all he need do is get in touch 
with Fred Wells and order a Magnum 
Mauser for the Wells .458 Express. The 
action is handsome, correctly hard, and 
looks very much like a prewar Magnum 
Mauser action as altered by some of the 
British rifle makers for the largest ele- 
phant cartridges. A special magazine 
handles four Magnum cartridges. 

The .458 Express cartridge is an ele- 
phant itself. It uses a 600-gr. bullet at 
an estimated muzzle velocity of 2,520 
foot seconds and has 7,200 foot pounds 


of muzzle energy. The 500-gr. bullet 
rates 2,750 and 7,600, and the 400-gr. 
(believe it or not) 3,000 and 8,000! 


Seems to me that if a citizen leveled 
down on an elk with that last load, all 
he'd find when he got out there would 
be a few scraps of hide and a red mist. 
Cases are made from necked-up and 
blown-out .375 Magnum brass, and 


ko eT on a 
Sao cat 


carry aS much as 95 gr. of No. 3031 
powder. Wow! 

Wells writes that the bullets have 
penetrated from 30 to 60 in. of Oregon 
pine and two sheets of %-in. steel 
spaced 30 in. apart at 305 yd. 

What Brother Wells charges for a 
completed Magnum I cannot say but it 
must be considerable. Lots of hand 
work in that action. However, for the 
American who plans to hunt elephants, 
rhinos, and buffaloes in Africa and 
wants to knock them stiff, here is his 
pigeon. 

By way of comparison, the .600 Nitro 
Express uses a 900-gr. bullet with a 
muzzle velocity of 1,950 foot seconds 
and 7,610 foot pounds of muzzle energy. 
The Wells .458 Express makes the .505 
Gibbs, with its 550-gr. bullet at 2,250 
and 6,200, look almost like a toy. 

Loads With No. 4676 

N interesting surplus powder that 

handloaders are playing with is 
No. 4676, which has been advertised by 
one dealer as being on the order of No 
4320 but which strikes me as being 
somewhat more like No. 4064. With lot 
No. 220 of the powder, I worked up to 
50.5 gr. with the 130-gr. Silvertip bul- 
let in the .270 for a muzzle velocity of 
3,125 foot seconds, and apparently 
normal pressure. Accuracy was O.K. 
a 115-in. group at 100 yd. I tried 51.5 
gr. but pressures began to be definitely 
on the high side. 

A very good load for the 150-gr. bul- 
let in the .30/06 with the same lot of 
No. 4676 is 53 ger., average muzzle 
velocity being 2,940 in a Springfield 
sporter with a 22-in. barrel and a 1-10 | 
twist. With that particular rifle, 
powder charge, and bullet, the groups 
would knock your eye out, running just 
about 114 in. at 100 yd. Velocity with 
D3 gr. is a lot greater (believe me!) 
than one gets with the same amount 
of No. 4320. Stuff looks like No. 4895 
but ain't. It burns slower than No. 
4895 but apparently faster than No. 
4320. 


Good Die Lubricant 


ie stuff I have ever used to lubri- 
cate cases for full-length-resizing 
is called Lubriplate. It is a thin white 
grease and is made by the Fiske Broth- 
ers Refining Co., Newark, N. J., and 
Toledo, Ohio. It is much better than | 
the castor oil I had used previously. I | 
got a tube at an automobile-supply | 
house. 
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In selecting a bin- 
ocular, look for qualities 
which identify the true 
precision optical instrument. 
Only scientific design and precision 
manufacture can provide the 
seeing pleasure of close-up 
sharpness and brilliance—and 

a lifetime of service. To learn why 
Bausch & Lomb binoculars are 
world’s first choice . . . to help 
you select the best glass for your 
own use... write for a free copy 
of 32-page booklet ‘Binoculars 
and How to Choose Them.” 
Bausch & Lomb Optical Co., 10113 
Lomb Park, Rochester 2, N. Y. 
















LOOK 
for Rupture Help 


Try a Brooks Patented Air 
Cushion appliance. This mar- 
ve 2>lous invent ion for most forms 
of reducible rupture is GUAR- 
ANTEED to bring YOU heav- 
enly comfort and security— 
day and night—at work and 
at play—or it costs you NOTH- 
ING! Thousands happy. Light, 
neat-fitting. No hard pads or 
= For men, women, and 
ildren. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. 
Not sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and 
Proof of Results. Ready for you NOW! 


BROOKS APPLIANCE CO., 366-A State St., Marshall, Mich. 
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If you suffer aa those 
miserable ear noises and are 
Hard-of-Hearing due to catarrh 
of the head, write us NOW for 
proof of the wonderful, pallia- 
tive relief many people have 
reported after using our simple 
home treatment. NOTHING 
TO WEAR. Many past 70 re- 
ported such relief in hearing 
and ear noises. SEND NOW 
FOR PROOF AND 30 DAYS 
TRIAL OFFER. 


THE ELMO COMPANY 
DEPT. 3011 DAVENPORT, IOWA 
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if Ywenty years ago, when I first 

started to go on extensive fishing 

trips, I made a decision that I’ve 
never regretted. It was that I'd engage 
a guide whenever I felt that by doing so 
I'd add to my angling pleasure and save 
time for more fishing by not having to 
do my own rowing or paddling. How I 
happened to come to that decision goes 
back to an experience I had right at 
the outset of my angling career. 

I'd been seriously ill, and in an effort 
to recover my health I rented and went 
to live in a small cabin in the Adi- 
rondack region of New York State. The 
cabin belonged to an old settler, a 
semi-retired guide. We took a liking to 
each other right away, and soon, when 
he wasn’t guiding paying parties, he 
was guiding me—free, gratis, and pure- 
ly out of friendship. 

What that man didn’t know about 
wet-fly fishing wasn’t worth knowing. 
Though ordinarily he was _ secretive 
about his methods, he opened up when- 
ever we were alone and instructed me 
in what I needed to know to become a 
good wet-fly fisherman, particularly 
where brook trout are concerned. It 
would have taken years of book reading 
and actual fishing experience to have 
learned what he taught me in the rela- 
tively short time I stayed in that area. 
He freely shared with me the wisdom 
of a lifetime spent outdoors. 


ry hus I realized early the value of seek- 
ing out the services of good, intelli- 
gent, experienced guides, and I've 
profited by it ever since. There are 
some bad guides, of course, but not so 
many as you'd suppose. Most profes- 
sional guides are good and some are 
excellent, and they deserve more recog- 
nition than they usually get. I’d like 
to tell you about a few I’ve known, 
good and bad, and some experiences 
I’ve had with them. 
One of the best guides I ever had 
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operated in northern Minnesota, and 
vears ago I learned something from 
him that most experienced anglers 
know but beginners might not. It’s that 
a man doesn’t have to be an enthusiastic 
fisherman to be a good guide. Often 
just the opposite is true. This guide 
didn’t care much for fishing, but he 


knew where to find fish and how to han- 
dle the boat while I went after them. 
In my estimation there’s no - better 
combination in a guide. I’ve found that 
many guides who are avid anglers are 
more interested in catching fish them- 
selves than in having you catch any. 
Not so my Minnesota friend. In the 
several trips we took together he neve: 
wet a line, but he saw to it that my rods 
got a real workout. 


M2” guides who don’t fish study the 
sport all the time and pick up much 
useful information from anglers they 
serve. Often they’ll pass along this 
knowledge, realizing that the more 
they can do to make your trip a suc- 
cess the better it will be for all con- 
cerned. They’ve learned that among a 
guide’s more important responsibilities 
is one of building good will for himself, 
for his camp, and for the territory he 
serves. 

I’ve had several good guides in 
Central Ontario, Canada. One was out- 
standing. He was kind and considerate, 
so clean that both his camping gear and 
his person shone, and, above all, he was 
a superb boatman. 

Once he and I were on the water 
when a sudden storm came up. He im- 
mediately headed our small lake fishing 
boat for a near-by island, and we shel- 
tered on it for a while. Later the storm 
abated, and my guide said he thought 
it would be safe to trv for the mainland. 
But he told me that we'd have to cross 
one open stretch of bay which most 
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| likely would prove to be quite rough. | 
We arrived at the bay area just after | 
sunset, and even then the water was | 


high and wild. Three other small boats 
| were about to make the crossing to- 


| gether, so my guide decided to go on in| 
with them. All of us got through safe- | 
ly, but when the sportsmen in the other | 


boats came ashore they were drenched 
to the skin and their boats were half 
full of water. All the wetting I got 
came from a couple of slaps of frothy 
spray flung by the wind, and the inside 
of our boat was practically dry. 

I’ve still to meet anyone who can sail 
| small craft on rough water as expertly 
as this Ontario guide did that day. 
| When he had to take a wave he did it 
in such a way 
pound, and most of the time he man- 
aged to guide it through relatively 
calm areas between white-capped 
water. He was a man who knew his 





| job, and who realized that sometimes a- 


guide must be prepared to go beyond 
the ordinary call of duty to do the right 
thing by his customer. 

That was an example of intelligent 
boat handling in an emergency situa- 
tion. But proper boat handling is of 
utmost importance to anglers all the 
time, and unless a guide knows how to 
do it he isn’t worth his salt. A boat 
should be kept just near enough to a 
channel or its edge and should be rowed 
or paddled at a speed that enables you 
to reach all the good fishing spots easily 
| with your normal cast. Since good fish- 
ing locations vary in contour and ex- 
tent, the boat should be maneuvered 
with considerable flexibility so that you 
can take advantage of all likely-looking 
| places. Whenever possible, get a guide 
who is known to be well acquainted 
with his local waters, the habits and 
favorite hangouts of the fish, prevail- 
ing winds and weather conditions, and 
who can be depended upon to apply his 
| knowledge to your advantage. 


| 
| 


Ore of the best guides I’ve had for | 


bug fishing was a man operating 
|on Lake Mead, the impoundment made 
| by Hoover Dam at the Arizona-Nevada 
| line. I was one of a party of anglers 
who went with him on his cruiser, and 
I worked from the cabin roof while 
those who were bait-casting enthusiasts 
fished from the decks. 
The guide made it obvious on the 
| first day of the trip that he didn’t have 
much use for bug fishing. But after I’d 
taken a few fish while the bait casters 
weren't even getting strikes, he showed 
more interest in my methods. He be- 
| came so intrigued by the bug’s action 
| and the way the fish came up for it 
} that he forgot the bait casters tempo- 
rarily and favored me in the handling 
of his boat. He kept me at my easiest 
casting distance from the good spots. 
| Where crevices retreated deeply into 


| the shore he edged the boat near enough 


|}so that I could reach them without 
| difficulty. After a bit of this he let the 
| boat casters have their innings, and I 


| ended up by joining them. Since I like | 
bait casting almost as much as fly fish- | 





ing, it wasn’t any hardship for me to 
make the switch. 


| I’ve found that, on the whole, guides ! 








that the boat didn’t | 
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| which the character of the camp with 


which they’re associated. Good camps 
| have good guides, and poor ones have 
| fellows who never should be in the busi- 
| ness. Occasionally first-class guides get 
| themselves hooked up with poor camps, 
but they don’t stay long. 

| In all my experience I’ve been in 
| only one camp that was really bad. It 
|had several guides, but only two of 
them were any good. The rest were 
jimpossible. The camp manager kept 
| rotating the two good men among the 
various anglers, and it was only on 
| days when you were lucky enough to 
| get one of these assigned to you that 
| you had any fun. I protested this, only 
| to be told by the manager that the good 
| guides said they preferred not to take 
me out. But the guides themselves 
claimed that the manager had told 
them I didn’t like their guiding. This 
childish nonsense ended in a most un- 
pleasant show-down. 





I got stuck at this camp one day with 
a man who knew nothing about guid- 
ing fishermen except, how to run an out- 
board motor, and he wasn’t much good 
at that. We hadn’t been out on the 
water long when he got lost, and if it 
| hadn’t been for the fact that I’d been 
suspicious of him and had been keep- 
ing an eye on landmarks we might 
have been out on that lake all night. 
When we quit fishing and started back 
for camp the guide headed the boat in 
the opposite direction from where I was 
| sure the camp was located. After he'd 
been running this way for about 15 
minutes I prevailed on him to turn 
around and let me direct him back to 
camp. We got there just before pitch 
dark. Needless to say, I’ve never been 
back to that place, nor have I recom- 
mended it to anyone. I learned later 
that the two good guides left soon after 
| I did. 

Some French Canadians I’ve had on 
| my fishing trips in Quebec proved to be 
| excellent guides and top-grade anglers. 
| One, called Red, knew more about how 
|to find trout, their possible size and 
| quality, than any guide I’ve ever met. 
He not only put me in the right position 
to catch fish, but knew instantly 
whether or not I’d be able to land any. 
He'd let me cast in and around an area 
for a while. Then, if the action wasn’t 
satisfactory, he’d suggest I stop and try 
fishing somewhere else. Red always 
found fish for me. 

Among Red’s uncommon talents was 

an ability to land and unhook fish with- 
out injuring them. Once I had two big 
trout on at the same time, one run- 
ning to around 4 lb. and the other about 
half as heavy. The larger one was on 
the tail, or end, fly, and the smaller 
was on the dropper fly. Red watched 
the water closely as I played both fish. 
When I'd got them close to the boat he 
suddenly reached down into the water, 
took: hold of the smaller fish, unhooked 
it, let me look at it, and then gently 
put it back. He did this while the big 
| trout was still pulling hard, but the 
pressure on the rod varied only a trifle. 
Later he brought in the heavier fish, 
and spent considerable time admiring 
| its size and beauty. 
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Red had other admirable qualities. 
He was a good cook and an excellent 
waiter. He always started back to 
camp half an hour ahead of other 
guides. After landing me and making 
me comfortable ashore, he’d disappear. 
Later he’d show up again, dressed im- 
maculately, and serve a meal that left 
nothing to be desired. 

I’ve had mixed experiences. with 
guides on float or river trips. Some I’ve 
been with were more interested in rac- 
ing their craft from one nightly camp- 
ing site to another than they were in 
taking it easy and letting their guests 
fish on the way. Whenever I’ve been 
with one of those eager beavers I've 
never had enough time to make more 
than three or four casts over a fast- 
water hot spot, and even then I’ve had 
te share the pleasure with several other 
anglers. 

But I’ve also had more thoughtful 
river-trip guides. One I went with al- 
ways held his heavy boat back long 
enough to permit his guests to cover 
choice water thoroughly. He didn’t care 
much for fishing, but he got a big kick 
out of seeing others do it and went to 
unusual lengths to accommodate them. 
Several times this mian actually got out 
of his boat and slowed down its drift 
by hanging onto the stern and pulling 
back, thus giving his angling customers 
an opportunity to make accurate casts 
into tricky places. 

In discussing guides and guiding with 
other anglers, I’ve found that sooner or 
later the question of remuneration 
comes up. What’s a fair price to pay 
for a good guide’s services? 

So far as the economics of guiding 
are concerned, my feeling is that a good 
man is worth as much as an angler can 
afford to pay him. But frequently that 
isn’t enough to make it worth the 
guide’s time and effort, and to compen- 
sate him for his knowledge and experi- 
ence. With a few notable exceptions 
the guiding business isn’t particularly 
lucrative, and that’s one reason why 
many good guides usually disappear 
from the fishing scene when better op- 
portunities present themselves. 


n intelligent approach to tipping can 
ti be a source of encouragement 
to good guides to stay on the job. All 
too often, I’m afraid, fishermen are in- 
clined to divide their gratuities evenly 
regardless of the type of service they 
have received in a camp. In my opinion 
that’s a mistake since it discounts the 
value of really good guides and puts 4 
premium on ineptness. I always make 
it a point to tip as generously as I can 
whenever I have been well served, ant 
I don’t hesitate to do the reverse when 
the circumstances call for it. To me it’s 
just as important to discourage poo! 
guides as it is to encourage good ones 

Though I: don’t suppose that I've 
been any more fortunate than othe! 
anglers in my choice of guides, I can 
truthfully say that those I’ve had have 
contributed immeasurably to my enjoy: 
ment of the sport. On the whole they're 
a swell bunch of guys, and I’ve always 
regarded it as a great privilege to know 
them and to be with them -— Ra 
Bergman. 
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SO LONG, OLD-TIMER 


(continued from page 21) 


reversed simply because Lew is three 
score and ten—plus—seems unjust and 
irritating to him. Understandably so, 
pecause I, in middle age, am still a 
squirt to Lew. 

Nevertheless, in remote wilderness 
country, it seems more sensible to avoid 
acc_aents than to beckon to them. From 
our cabin in the lake-and-mountain 
country of Maine’s Katahdin region, it’s 
twenty-nine miles to the nearest tele- 
phone, forty to a doctor. And there are 
plenty of days when the lake is too 
rough to cross, even in our boat, so if 
we had trouble, we couldn’t even get 
to our car at the road’s end. 

None of this bothers Lew Bement in 
the least. The surest way to trigger 
some spirited fireworks is to tell him to 
watch his step and take it easy. 

“Take it easy!” Lew said, during one 
session. “I was sailing catboats in 
storms off Cape Cod before you were 
born. Who do you think you are, tell- 
ing me about weather and canoes? 
Dammit! This little lake is nothing to 
aman of my experience.” 

“Tt’s killed a few guys,” I said. 

“Tt won’t kill me.” 

“Famous last words.”’ 

Silence on the splintered plank porch 

except for the wind, which was knock- 
ing the tops off selected waves and 
slanting the big spruces all in one di- 
rection. 

More and more frequently between 
Lew’s visits, Mary and I discussed the 
business. It was getting to be a prob- 
lem, and it was the only thing that 
marred the wonderful times we had with 
Lew. You couldn’t tell him that he 
sometimes stumbled when he walked, 
that his equilibrium wasn’t what it 
used to be, that his reaction time had 
siowed a bit, or that he sometimes fell 
asleep with his oil lamp burning, or 
searched for a plug-in for his electric 
razor when the nearest current was 
twenty-nine miles away. 

All these things were true, yet if we 
pointed them out to Lew it would cut 
him hard. We couldn't do that, nor 
could we let him take needless risks. 

“The thing that wrings my heart,” 
Mary said, “is that Lew is trying to 
prove something to himself.” 

“What’s he trying to prove?” 

“That he isn’t old, that he’s young.” 

I let out a groan, half of exaspera- 
tion, half of affection for Lew. 

“T’m going to tell him to be his age,” 
I said. 

“No. Don’t you dare. The straight, 
frontal attack is no good. It hurts his 
pride. We'll have to get subtle.” 

So that summer, before Lew came up 
to the cabin, we got subtle. We talked 
matters over with Elmer Wilson, the 
bush pilot at the Shin Pond airport, 
who has flown this region for years. 
We finally agreed that Wilse would fly 
the canoe clear up to Haymock Lake, 
out of harm’s way. Wilse lashed it to 
his starboard pontoon, took off, and 
that was that. No canoe, no argument 
We felt plenty smug. 

For Lew’s use we rented a good, sea- 
Worthy, flat-bottomed boat that Jim 


McGibney, the fire warden, had built | 
the winter before. It was a sound rig— | 
but when Wilse flew Lew in, Lew 
stepped out of the plane at our dock, 
looked at the boat, and detested it. 

“Where’s the canoe?”’ he asked. 

“We loaned it to some guys and they 
punched a hole in it on some sharp 
rocks. It leaks.’’ 

Lew darted for his tackle box, which 
is as well equipped as a machine shop. 
“Show me the canoe,” he said. “I'll 
rivet a patch over it.” | 

“You can’t. It’s on Haymock Lake. | 
What’s the matter with the rowboat?” 





“It—dog-gone it, it just isn’t ro- 
mantic!” 

“Romance? At your age? Grow up, 
Lew.”’ 


That’s when the soup hit the fan. 
Lew pointed at us with his whole arm, 
and gave the tackle box a solid punt. 

“T said romance and I meant romance. 
And stop talking about my age. Why, 
when I was in Washington, D. C.——” 





S° then he told us about being ro- | 
mantic in Washington, D. C., and it | 
saved the day, because we all got to| 
laughing. The canoe was temporarily | 
forgotten and there was rejoicing at | 
Lew’s arrival—an auspicious start. 

The next morning, true to long-es- | 
tablished precedent, Lew got up at day- 
light and took a look outside at the 
mountains, the lake, and the sky. He 
heaved a sigh of happiness, and we 
knew it was a perfect day. It was won- 
derful to have him back. 

Pretty quick we heard the stove lids | 
rattling. Cedar kindling crackled over 
the flaming birch bark, and in a few 
minutes the tea kettle sang, and we 
smelled coffee. Lew is a swell Joe to 
have in the cabin. | 

He took his coffee out on the porch 
and lighted a cigarette. Then he got 
out his tackle box, and we could hear 
him oiling his reels, organizing his 
trolling spoons, cleaning his .22, getting 
all set for the day. And that year—the | 
year of the rowboat—the lake was flat | 
calm! 

After breakfast he clamped the little 
motor on the boat and took off across | 
the lake. 

“I think,” said Mary, “that we may 
have solved the problem.” 

“Sure,’”’ I said. ‘He can walk around 
in Jim’s boat without upsetting it or 
falling out of it. Our worries are over. 
He'll forget all about the canoe.” 

But we were overoptimistic. Lew got 
back at suppertime with a nice string 
of trout and a dozen pairs of frog’s legs. 
But on his face was the expression that 
Mary calls the c.w.f. That stands for 
Cold White Fury. 

I was down at the dock to give him 
a hand with the boat and motor. 

“Stop helping me!” he said. 

We congratulated him on his catch, 
and Mary took her knife and started to 
clean the trout. 

“Leave my trout alone!” 

“Why, Lew, darling! What’s the mat- 
ter?” 

When he told us, our subtle conspir- | 
acy fell apart with a crash. Lew had 
caught us red-handed, and he made the 
most of it. He’d been clear across the! 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 
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lake to Jim McGibney’s camp. It was 
just our dismal luck that Jim wasn’t 
up in the mountain fire tower that day. 
He was cutting brush around the camp, 


| and Lew went ashore to say hello. 


It was Jim who had innocently spilled 
Lew learned we’d rented the 
boat from Jim and why, and why Wilse 
had flown the canoe to Haymock. He 
guessed the rest: that there was no hole 
in it. 

He had a clear-cut case against us. 
His charges were babying, overprotect- 
ing, and messing around in his outdoor 
privacy. He was two days getting over 
the insult of it. When Mary said we’d 


| done it because we loved him, he re- 


torted, ‘“‘That’s one hell of a way to 
love a guy. I wish you hated me—if 
that’s what love does. And by the way, 
= I want the canoe back here just as soon 
74 as we can get in touch with Wilse.” 

| He got it, too—by a system of ob- 
stinacy and erosion. And thereby hangs 
| the pay-off and the great event. The 
Annual Canoe Argument is now no 
j aeeee, and nothing mars the serenity of 
| Tow nship Six, Range Hight, in northern 
| Maine. It happened last summer, like 
| this: 

When Lew arrived, it was clear from 
the first moment that he felt the pre- 
vious year’s rowboat swindle had given 
him carte blanche canoe privileges, by 
way of indemnity. He practically com- 
mandeered the craft, and all we could 
do was pray for calm weather. It held 
balmy for three days, and then there 
came up a smoky southerly, and you 
could see the big sprays busting against 
the ledges on Louse Island. 

There was Lew, down at the dock, 
filling the gas can, clamping the motor 
on the canoe bracket, and loading his 
gear. I was splitting dry beech at the 
| woodpile, and I sank the ax in the 
block and went down. Mary followed 
right after me to keep the peace. 

“Hey, Lew!’’ I said. “Even the sea- 
gulls and loons don’t like it out there.” 

“I’m not a seagull or a loon.” 

“Lew,” Mary said, before war started, 
“run the motor slow, and stay near 
| shore—will you?” 





hee" said he’d stay near shore—but 
he didn’t say which shore till he got 
clear of the dock. Then he pointed 
straight across to the far one, let out 
a yell of freedom, and poured the coal 
to the little motor. 

It was like a boy breaking loose from 
the parental yoke, and we couldn't help 
smiling. Just the same, we hauled the 
big boat down to the water and got it 
cleared for emergency. 

We put in a miserable afternoon. Half 
a dozen times I started to go after him 
in the boat but Mary wouldn’t permit it. 

“It’s the worst possible psychology. 
And you'd better let me handle Lew 
when he gets back.” 

“If he gets back. This is once too 
| many, for me.” 


“But he’s having a wonderful time.” 

“I wish I were.” 

We kept listening for the sound of 
his motor. We thought we heard it once, 
but it was an airplane in the far, windy 

Then, 
a speck two 


late in the afternoon, 
miles offshore. 


distance. 
I saw 





é 


“That’s Lew,” I said. “Look at him!’’ 

Mary got the binoculars and looked. 
“He’s standing up!” she said. 

Shaky in the knees, we passed the 
glasses back-and forth. They revealed 
that Lew had run out of gas. The gas 
can, of course, had to be up in the bow. 
We held our breath while he walked 
forward, got the can, walked back 
astern, and replenished the motor. 

Twenty minutes later he made port. 
He was soaking wet, the canoe was 
half full of water, in which floated sev- 
eral large, limp bullfrogs, and Lew was 
completely happy. 

“Swell trip. Nice out there,’ he re- 
marked, clambering up on the dock. 

I was too mad to answer, but at sup- 
per I asked him why he hadn’t crawled 
the length of the canoe on his hands 
and knees instead of walking upright. 
But Mary checked me with a signal 
for silence. Her expression indicated 
that she had hatched a scheme. She 
had! 

“Lew, this constant bickering is spoil- 
ing everything. There’s no future in it. 
So tell us: if you could do exactly what 
you wanted to do up here, what would 
it be?” 


e hardly hesitated. He must have 

been dreaming of it for years. 
What haunted him was just about the 
last thing you’d expect from a man his 
age. 

“I'd get Wilse to fly me way, way 
back to Fourth Lake.” 

“Fourth Lake!” I said. 

“Shush,” said Mary. 

“T’d have him fly the canoe and motor 
and some grub in there,” said Lew, 
“and have him leave me alone for at 
least one night. No guide, no one, just 
me, alone, on my own.” 

“All right,” Mary said. ‘You’ve got 
your wish. Wilse is coming in tomor- 
row with the mail, and we'll set it up.” 

It had happened so fast I didn’t have 
time to protest, but it cleared the at- 
mosphere instantly. Anxiety was for- 
gotten in the joy of making plans, and 
all—nearly all—was serene. 

We got out the tent, a sweet little 
explorer’s model. We checked over a 
grub list and filled a pack basket. I 
loaded the waterproof match safe and 
a half-pint flask. The next morning 
when Wilse came in, we were all set. 

Wilse was a little skeptical about the 
deal but he didn’t let on to Lew. We 
got him aside and told him what the 
pressures were and he finally gave his 
O.K. He lashed on the canoe, loaded the 
outfit, and took off, after saying he’d be 
back for Lew. 

While we waited for Wilse, doubts 
began building up again. Was this fool- 
hardy? Had we played right into the 
hand of trouble? 

But what really rocked us was the 
expression On Lew’s face. All of 4 
sudden he looked tired, gray, and shaky, 
and his lips didn’t have any color. Mary 
saw his expression, and tears came into 
her eyes as she realized he didn’t really 
want to go! Fourth Lake was too far, 
too remote. 

“Lew, darling. Call it off before it’s 
too late. Stay here with us.”’ 

“No! I’m going to go—-just like I 
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said I was.’’ And his chin got square. 

“Are you sure you've got everything 
you need?” 

“Dammit! Leave me alone. I’ve got 
everything but a hot water bottle.” 

Ten minutes later Wilse landed and 
took off with Lew. We walked up from 
the dock feeling thoughtful. Mary went 
into Lew’s room to make up his bunk, 
and when I heard her give a sharp ex- 
clamation I went in after her. 

“Look!’’ she said. ‘Look at that!” 

Under the bunk was the tent! And on 
the bunk, lying in plain sight, was the 
match safe I’d so carefully filled. 

“I thought the whole outfit went on 
Wilse’s first trip,’ I said. 

“Obviously not. Maybe Lew will re- 
member, and get some matches from 
Wilse. I wish we knew!” 


ut we didn’t know. Wilse came back 
B from Fourth Lake flying high. He 
dipped his wings as he went over the 
cabin on the way to his base at Shin 
Pond. That didn’t tell us anything ex- 
cept that he’d landed Lew safely—-way 
back in there. No tent. No matches. 


‘No nothing but an old man on his own, 


alone. 

And that night it rained. It woke us 
up hammering on the roof at 2 in the 
morning. I lay there in the flat, black 
darkness remembering the forlorn look 
on Lew’s face, when he’d suddenly real- 
ized what he was in for. 

“Do you suppose he’s keeping warm 
and dry?” asked Mary. 

“T don’t know.”’ 

“Do you think he had enough to eat?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Do you think anything’s happened to 
him ?”’ 

“T don’t know.” 

“Well, for Pete’s sake!” Mary said. 
“Can't you say something?” 

“Yes, I can. Why in hell did we give 
in to his whim ?”’ 

“It wasn’t a whim. Something com- 
pelled him. He had to go. But———” 

“But what?” 

Mary said: “I wish he was back,” 
and her voice was thin in the darkness. 

Morning broke—or, rather, it tried to. 
The wind was southeast. The ceiling 
was all of forty feet, and the visibility 
was visible—and that’s about all. 

It had been agreed that Wilse was 
to fly Lew out of Fourth Lake at 5 in 
the afternoon. This would give Lew 
ample time at the cabin to pack his 
things and fly on out to Shin Pond with 
Wilse, en route to Sherman Station, 
Where he would take the night train 
home to Boston. 

But by 4 p.m. it began to look as 
though none of these things would come 
to pass. To keep our minds off the 
Weather, we tried to make ourselves 
busy. I fussed around the engine on the 
big boat. Mary killed an hour picking 
wildflowers in the wet woods. She ar- 
ranged a vase of them and put it on 
Lew’s shelf beside his bunk. 

We heard Wilse’s airplane about 5:30, 
and we let out a cheer. All the 125 
Ponies in the engine were pulling strong. 
It was an exultant roar, and he bar- 
reled past the cabin doing 110 miles an 
hour, twenty feet above the water, 
twenty feet below the ceiling. 


“He can’t fly in this!’”’ Mary said. 

“He’s doing it. If the ceiling holds, 
he can go up over Second Lake, over 
Third, and up the Little East Branch 
to Fourth.” 

We would know in an hour, and it 
was a long hour. We spent it walking 
to the dock, walking back, walking 
down again to listen. I kept looking at 
my watch, and it seemed to look back 
at me, and leer. Six, 6:05, 6:11—— 

“Listen!’’ Mary said. ‘‘He’s coming!” 

The pontoons touched water and the 
spray flew. We strained to see if Wilse 
was alone, and finally saw Lew sitting 
up straight in the back seat, grinning 
and waving. I never felt so good in my 
life, and I couldn’t wait to hear the 
tale. Lew told it in the cabin, while he 
was packing. 

In yesterday’s good weather, he’d 
chugged all around the lake and down 
to the outlet, exploring. “I was in 
places where no one ever was before! 
Boy, it was great!”’ 

He’d seen deer, moose, and a bobcat. 
He’d shut off his motor, and still- 
paddled up close to them. 

“How'd you get a fire started—with 
no matches?” 

Lew laughed, and fondly patted his 
tackle box. He opened it and showed 
us a cigarette lighter. He’d rigged the 
canoe Over some dry boughs for a bed, 
and he’d kept dry and warm. 

“Talk about rain on a tin roof! 
lay there laughing at the weather. Boy, 
it was sure great!” 

The mention of rain on a tin roof was 
illuminating. It wasn’t tin, but the 
aluminum skin of a lightweight, guide’s- 
model canoe. Lew Bement, at his age, 
never could have made his dream trip 
with the equipment of yesteryear. The 
highly developed gear of today alone 
made it possible. An outboard pro- 
pelled his canoe. An airplane flew the 
canoe to Fourth Lake, and it flew Lew 
in and back. What difference if he for- 
got matches? His tackle box had a 
cigarette lighter. 

“Lew, tell me. Did you have any bad 
moments ?” 

“Bad moments? 
lie about it.’ 

“The answer is no?” 

“The answer is no!”’ 


Me? If I did, I'd 


be at the dock, Wilse loaded Lew’s 
stuff into the plane and we stood 
around in that strange, hollow moment 
of farewell. Lew had renewed his ac- 
quaintance with adventure. In my 
mind’s eye I kept seeing him on Fourth 
Lake, his little, lonely camp set up, his 
fire winking in the dusk, his outfit neat 
and snug under the canoe, and Lew 
sitting there—proving himself to him- 
self. And now he wouldn’t have to 
prove anything anymore by challeng- 
ing storms in the canoe. 

He was in the airplane, fastening his 
safety belt. The prop turned over slowly 
and the plane slipped away from the 
dock. 

“So long, darling!’ Mary called. 

“So long,” called Lew. | 

And I said: “So long, old-timer.’ 

Old-timer, my eye! Up on Fourth} 
Lake, Lew had shucked off a lot of 
years. THE END 


I just | 
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Write for your free copy today. New, 
colorful Daytona Beach Recreational 
Area Guide, size 9 x 12, contains 44 
pages, 38 photographs, 30 illustrated 


KING SIZE GUIDE 


descriptions of fish (18 in color) 
plus helpful hints on fishing at Flor- 
ida’s finest fishing grounds—Ormond 
Beach, Holly Hill, South Daytona 
and Port Orange — both salt and 
fresh water. 

Address: M. L. Miles 

Room 126 

Chamber of Commerce 


Daytona Beach 


RECREATIONAL AREA 
ORMOND BEACH @ HOLLY HILL 
SOUTH DAYTONA @ PORT ORANGE 














THE WORST WRONG TURNS 
OCCUR AT DEAD-ENDS 
@ Driving the exact opposite of the 
right direction usually starts at a dead- 
end turn. You CAN'T make this com- 
mon error with a HULL AUTO COM. 
PASS. Write for local dealer's name, 
free literature. 
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FOUR OF US WERE HUNTING COYOTES WHEN A 


BIG ONE RAN DOWN INTO-A 
ALONG 


| WAS RACING ALO! RIDGE TO CATCH 
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CANYON BELOW US. 





WE PAY CASH FOR ALL TRUEADVEN- 
TURES THAT CAN BE TOLD THIS WAY 











UNDER A HORSESHOE 


. by GEORGE R. CRISWELL, Waynoka, Oklahoma 


A TRUE TALE, TOLD IN PICTURES 


Qw’RE WE GOIN’ 


IS HORSE OUT?” 
ADDLE OFF AND TIED 
HEHORSE'S NECK 


~V 


\ wi 


WAY, BUT WE SHOT 
— REACHED HOME 
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Bass Rod for Salmon 


Question: Do you think that a glass rod de- 
signed for bass fishing would work all right for 
Atlantic-salmon fishing? —Corliss Sheldon, N.Y. 


Answer: Yes. The only trouble might come 
in playing the larger fish without having a 
detachable butt to stick in the handle. Without 
one you'd probably have trouble keeping the 
rod up during a iong fight, and you'd probably 
finish the scrap with a very sore wrist and ach- 
ing arms. But if you could find a glass rod 
equipped with such a butt I think you'd get 
aiong.—R.B. 


Earthworm Diet 


Question: What should I feed earthworms 
that I'm keeping for bait?—Robert G. Riedel, 
Wis. 


Answer: Worms will feed on bread crumbs, 
chopped beef suet, cornmeal, etc. Feed them 
very sparingly and keep them where the tem- 
perature is cool.—R.B. 


Single Action or Automatic? 


Question: Should I get a single-action or an 
automatic reel for trout fishing in the High 
Sierras?—John Akron, Calif. 


Answer: Whichever you prefer, since both 
are fine. An automatic would hold all the line 
you'd need for fishing in that area, I'd say.— 
R.B 


Whitefish Bait 


Question: Can you give me a formula for 
whitefish bait? I had one, using part cornmeal, 
but have mislaid it.—H. Henky, Alberta, Can- 
ada. 


Answer: Here's a recipe for a dough bait: % 
cup white flour, 44 cup cornmeal; pinch of salt; 
enough water to make a dough. 

After mixing the dough, cook it in boiling 
water for 20 minutes. Then it can be worked 
into the size and shape you prefer. Cotton 
mixed with the dough will help keep it on the 
hook.—R.B. 


Flies for Bass 


Question: What patterns of flies, wet and dry, 
are good for bass, panfish, and wall-eyes? What 
colors? What size and gauge of leaders do you 
prefer?—Eugene Tournour, Mo. 


Answer: Among dry flies for bass I prefer 
either cork or hair-body bugs; those that make 
a disturbance in the water when jerked are good. 
Not many colors are needed; brown, white, yel- 
low, and black are all good basic body colors, 
with wings, etc., of various color combinations. 
Hair frogs and combination cork-and-hair frogs 
are excellent. Any fly with a minnowlike ap- 
pearance in water is O. K. as a wet fly. 

For fly-rod fishing for bass, I like a 7'%-ft. 
leader tapered from .020 to .014. For trout, a 
800d average size is 714 ft. tapered to 2X. With 
a spinning rod you can use a monofilament line, 
eliminating the leader; .009 diameter is good for 
trout. The heaviest monofilament that will cast 
easily is .011 unless you use a salt-water spin- 
Ning reel. Or you can use an 8-lb.-test braided- 
nylon spinning line and an §8-lb.-test nylon 
leader.—R.B. 


==9CHICK INJECTOR’S 


as practiced by Ben Prince, famous Minnesota guide 





When you store away your tackle box for 
the winter, put in a small bag of dessicant. 
This drying agent will keep your metal 
pieces of equipment from rusting. 




















Store feathered flies in an air tight con- 
tainer with a couple of moth balls. Insur- 
ance that you won’t have to buy new ones 
in the spring. 


It’s a good idea to remove the jars of pork 
rind from your tackle box when you store 
it, as the preservative frequently leaks 
through and causes rust. 





One thing that needs no special care is your 
Schick Injector Razor. After every cleaner, 
smoother, faster, safer shave — just rinse it 
off and put it away. 


You Shave Cleaner 
in / the Time! 


“Get it over with” fast with Schick 
Injector . . . World’s only razor spe- 
cially engineered, to give you “Twice 
Over” smoothness with “Once Over” 
Shaving! 


This famous razor has no movable 
parts that get out of adjustment. And 





you'll find it specially designed to “fit” 
your face — under nose, around lips — 
all hard-to-get-at places — features that 
mean faster, cleaner shaves. 


GET COMPLETE RAZOR KIT: Gold-plated 
Razor; 12 Blades, Travel Case. 
$1.75 Value all for only... 98¢ 


©1953, Eversharp Inc., 350 5th Ave., N.Y. C. 





No Other Razor Offers You 
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SALT WATER 


GEORGE HEINOLD 





How TO USE WIRE 


off southern Florida some years ago 

that I first became aware of the ef- 
fectiveness of wire-line fishing in salt 
water. For a week I was in the com- 
pany of George Seemann of Boca Raton, 
a top-flight guide and an artist at 
manipulating reels wound with wire. 
He’s exploited the possibilities of wire 
line in fishing to a greater extent than 
any other man I know. 

My visit with Seemann was a revela- 
tion. I left Florida convinced that wire 
line is the answer for anglers every- 
where who, regardless of season, like 
to use the lightest tackle possible when 
they go out for gamefish that feed at 
great depths. 

Wire line isn’t new to’ angling, of 
course. Fresh-water fishermen have 
used it for years to sink lures to togue, 
landlocked salmon, and other fish found 
in the larger lakes and deep rivers. 
There was a time when the only suitable 
wire available for this. purpose was 
copper. But now wire made of the 
nickel alloy known as Monel metal is 
widely used. This metal has great 
tensile strength even when fabricated 
into wire of small diameters, a feature 
attractive to fishermen since the thin- 
ner a length of wire is, the less drag 
it has when drawn through the water. 


I was while I was on a fishing trip 


When used in sizes of from 5 to 140- 
Ib. test, it solves one of the deep troller’s 
biggest problems—-how to get a bait 
that weighs an ounce or so down to ex- 
treme depths without using a prohibi- 
tively heavy sinker. Unhampered by 
the buovancy that linen and nylon lines 
have under such conditions, wire line 
of narrow gauge cuts through the water 
without bellies or sacs. Its action is 
proof of the old theorem that a straight 
line is the shortest distance between 
two points. 


his was graphically proved to me by 

_ George Seemann during our first trip 
to the reefs off Miami. Like many an- 
other fisherman uninitiated to wire line, 
I regarded it with suspicion and prej- 
udice. I felt that it would be much more 
awkward to handle than linen or nylon, 
and I was foolish enough to express my 
sentiments. 

Seemann answered me by producing 
two rods. One was equipped with a 
reel filled with linen. The other was 
loaded with wire. Then Seemann at- 
tached 22 oz. of sinker to the linen and 
invited me to pay it out until it hit bot- 
tom. I found the ocean floor only after 
150 yards had unspooled. 

“Now pay out that 8 oz. of lead on 


the wire line,’’” Seemann said. The wire 
line, unaffected by the tide and cur- 
rents, hit bottom after uncoiling only 
150 feet. I conceded the argument. 

Action entered the next phase of my 
introduction to wire line for deep trol- 
ling. Seemann attached 25 ft. of lighter 
wire leader to a swivel below the ege- 
type sinker on my line, which was 40-1b. 
test. Then, reaching into his bait-stor- 
age chest at the stern, he came up 
with several iced mullets. His sharp 
knife sliced off their white bellies with 
a sweep beginning at the lower gills 
and ending at the tails. 

“We call ’em ‘gooney rigs,’” See- 
mann said smilingly as he attached one 
of the strips of mullet belly to the No. 
12 hook he’d placed on the end of my 
leader. He impaled it so skillfully that 
when it hit the water it had the provoc- 
ative action of a swimming fish. When 
I'd lowered the gooney to bottom, the 
skipper instructed me to crank the 
sinker up a foot or two and allow it to 
flash over the reefs as the boat eased 
along at less than 2 knots. 

I was hardly prepared for the swift- 
ness of the action that followed after 
my bait had reached the hordes of 
grouper, snappers, amberjacks, porgies, 
and other husky fish that inhabit 
Florida’s reefy bottoms. Almost as 





Seemann seans the fishing grounds as he selects a big hook and rigs my rod with wire line. An amberjack hits almost instantly, 
and Seemann bends over to tighten the drag in preparation for a struggle. Up she comes after 20 minutes, a sleek 40-pounder 
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soon as I’d raised the sinker I felt a 
series of trip-hammer nudges. These 
quickly merged into a heavy strike. I 
countered by lifting the tip of my 12- 
oz. boat rod, cranking the reel with the 
upsweep. 

The fish hung for an instant like a 
sack of sand. Then he came to life 
and telegraphed his indignation over the 
wire line, an excellent conductor for 
such communications. The tip of my 
rod jigged, then arced sharply as the 
fish declared war. 

It took all the strength I had to keep 
the lower part of the rod from drum- 
ming against the boat’s side rail. The 
fish kept boring off, yanking great 
lengths of wire from the reel as he did 
so. He’d taken 100 yd. before he 
stopped. 

Seemann fast took advantage of the 
lull to tighten the drag on the No. 6 
reel. Then, gulping a deep breath, I ap- 
plied pressure. The fish freighted off in 
another direction, fighting in a style 
consisting largely of short, quick turns 
and deep plunges. Twenty minutes 
later I managed to pump the swivel to 
within sight of the surface. Seemann’s 
gaff shot down, lunged, and came up 
with 40 lb. of glistening amberjack. 
Its struggles pelted spray all over us. 

I flicked beads of sweat from my 
forehead and took a close look at the 
amberjack, a species renowned for slug- 
ging. I admired the pleasing contour of 
a power-lined body and the striking 
beauty of his silvery skin trimmed with 
yellow-banded fins. Amberjacks aver- 
age about 10 to 15 lb., but are often 
much heavier. The world record, caught 
off Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, in 1952, 
weighed 119 lb. 8 oz. 

We didn’t bury another barb into an 
amberjack that day, but plenty of other 
fish tried their luck at busting our 
tackle—vividly colored grouper up to 
30 lb., red snappers, yellowtails, grunts, 
jolthead porgies, and _ sheepsheads. 
They went for gooney rigs almost as 
fast as we could lower them. 

“When wire line came into use, our 
reef fishing really became popular,”’ 
Seemann told me. ‘‘Now I take out lots 
of fishermen who’d rather fish deep with 
wire than troll in the Gulf Stream. for 
top-water game. The reefs provide so 
much action that they always get their 
money’s worth.” He also said that 
many old-timers who used to sneer at 
bottom fishing have changed their views 
after using wire. They call it “grab-bag 
fishing.” Many parties are now divid- 
ing their day equally between top and 
bottom fishing. 


aes used to handling wire lines go 
about it as easily as_ pollock 
fishermen drop baits to bottom with 
cuttyhunk twine. The wise beginner, 
however, adopts wire line with caution, 
taking care that the basic rules which 
apply to it are observed. 

Because improper handling of wire 
line may result in bad kinks, you must 
be very careful when paying it off the 
reel and spooling it back on. Most kinks 
are caused when the wire unspools too 
rapidijy behind a moving boat. Until 


you acquire the “feel” of it, the paying- 
Out process should be done gingerly. 


That isn’t as hard as it sounds. Just try 
letting out and reeling in a lure a dozen 
times or so, and the right pace for you 
will become automatic. 

It’s important to select the proper 
tackles when using wire line. Experi- 
enced users of wire prefer metal over 
plastic spools in their reels. They claim 
that plastic isn’t rugged enough to 
withstand the strain of hard wire. To 
allow for expansion of the metal coils, 
it’s advisable not to fill a reel to more 
than two thirds of its capacity until 
you’ve had considerable experience. 
Later you may safely increase the load 
to about three quarters of the reel’s 
capacity. 

The guides on a rod take an awful 
beating from wire. It’s best never to 
use guides that are lined with glass or 
agate or made of soft metal. Tungsten- 
steel guides will withstand the friction 
of wire for a reasonable time provided 
the rod isn’t used for really heavy fish- 
ing. 

But even these will wear badly under 
continuous strain. For durzbility and 
efficiency, roller guides are by far the 
best for wire-line fishing. They dis- 
tribute the strain better and, because 
they’re usually raised, they tend to keep 
the wire from chafing and damaging the 
rod. 


We line is definitely out so far | 
It just ! 


as casting is concerned. 
isn’t pliable enough. Attempting to use 
it for casting is hazardous, for serious 
injury could result, especially to the 
thumb and fingers, should the coils 
spring up violently and go askew. 

Metal trolling lines that have proved 
their worth come solid, braided, and 
twisted. Each type has_ qualities 
adapted to special conditons. Twisted 
Monel, for example, will absorb more 
rugged handling without kinking than 
will the solid. But this advantage is 
offset by the fact that it won’t sink as 
rapidly as the solid variety. Braided 
Monel won’t go as deep as the twisted 
kind. Because it has less diameter and 
greater inner density, solid wire goes 
deeper more rapidly than the others. 
I’ve trolled with it at more than 100 ft. 
without using any sinkers. 

Braided wire line is easier to handle 
and affords better sport when your fish 
are, say, from 20 to 40 ft. down. Then 
you can deliver your baits with light 
tackle unhampered by weights. If you 
were using linen or nylon line under 
those conditions, and if tides and cur- 
rents were strong, you'd have to attach 
so much lead that it would put consid- 
erable strain on a light stick. 

Northern trollers and those who op- 
erate elsewhere are constantly discov- 
ering more and more new fishing 
grounds through the use of wire line. 
While they still put out orthodox top- 
water rigs, some skippers are dropping 
one or two wire lines overboard with 
lures on them that nearly reach bot- 
tom. 

By doing so they’re teaching many 
anglers that game such as tuna, broad- 
bill swordfish, and bluefish frequently 
are to be found in the company of cod- 


fish, summer flounders, and pollock.— 


George Heinold. 





World’s record giant sea 
bass landed by 
Roy H. Martin, 
Panama City, Florida 
on 12 Ib. Surf King F 
\ squidding line. f 
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SUNSET LIN | 


Bait, plug or fly casting, spj@ning or 
trolling — Sunset makes #xactly the 
right line for your partj<ular fishing. 
And when you hook A big one on a 
Sunset line, you /gad him, because 
every inch of Sugfset line must pass 
the severest tess known for strength 
and elasticityAefore it leaves the fac- 
tory. You’ find it the most depend- 
able, the/longest-lasting line you've 
ever us¢d. 


Havé you tried Sunset FLEXON? 


Thé miracle monofila- 
mgnt — softest, slickest, 
spfiallest in diameter, 

ost invisible to fish. 
Jse Sunset Flexon for 
spinning, bait and strip 
casting, as backing for 
fly lines, for leaders. Ef- 
ficient knotting directions 
in each box, and Flexon 
will hold them, too. 


SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET 


SUNSET 


Line & Twine Co. 


203 JEFFERSON STREET 
PETALUMA, CALIFORNIA 





Y 


UY 





JANUARY, 1953 8] 











your 1953 
HEDDON CATALOG 


is ready! 
Write For a Copy! 


Outdoor writers say the Heddon 

84-page Deluxe Catalog tops ’em 
all. Includes FREE color print of Smallmouth Bass. 
Also new page on how to take good fishing pictures. 
Authentic illustrations of 72 popular sportfish and 
how to catch them. Two illustrated pages on old 
timers’ ways to get more strikes—bigger fish. Shows 
1953 line of Heddon Baits, Rods and Reels, includ- 
ing new Scissortail, TADpolly, Tiny TAD, new 
Spinning Baits, 24 new Pal Tubular Glass Rods, 
new SpinPal Spinning Reel and all models of famous 
River Runts. For this Deluxe Edition, send only 
25c. Smaller Heddon 32-page pocket catalog is 
free. Use coupon. 
‘enemas: CHECK YOUR CHOICE——-—--—--——-— 

JAMES HEDDON'S SONS, 301 West St., Dowagiac, Mich. 

} ltenclose 25c for Heddon's Deluxe Catalog 








Send Free 32-page Catalog 
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Nearly 100 Pages 
Thousands of Sports Items! 


4 . 
Amazing Bargains! 
No other catalog like it! 
You'll discover sports equip- 
ment here you can't buy 
anywhere else—bargains ga- 
lore—famous name merchan- 
dise. For fishermen, hunters. 


waite TODA 
GATEWAY SPORTING GOODS co. 





Dept. B3. 1321 Main St. Kansas City 6, Mo. 
ICE FISHING MADE EASY NOTHING 
with the TIP-UP that’s 
sweeping the country FA LIKE IT! 
Holds the line. When 
h bite, it flips up 

signal fisherman, 

Solid w = with brass we 
le TIP-UP has perfec 
"balance and is extreme: 
sensitive. Use also 
” nmer for boat 

hand line fishing. 
2 for $1.98 postpaid 

JOHN DRUZBIK, 136 Center, Lackawanna, N. Y. 
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= gLORIDA FISHIN’? 
ee 

If you're looking for the finest fish- 
YN ing in Florida . . . a delightful 
> year-round climate . . . low cost 
= accommodetions .. . the cultural 
atmosphere of a college town... 
sports aplenty . .. or permanent 
living happiness—write for FREE 
illustrated details today. 

Room 112 
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LDELAND © FLORIDA 
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Lur-A BEETLE BUGS’ 


* Trade Morke 
NEW P-120 SERIES FOR Bogtetoved 
SPINNING AND FLY FISHING 


Made of durable plastic in 10 color com- 





\ 






binations, Weighs 1/18 oz. Nickel ee 
spinner. Colorful plastic streamers pe 
manently affixed to hook shank makes it practi- 
cally weedless are for trout, bass, wall- 
eyes and all game fish, 75e each at your dealers, 


Write phe Folder 
Lur-All Tackle & Mfg. Co., P.O. Bex 94, Royal Oak 9, Mich. 


THE FISHINGEST LURES YOU EVER SAW!! 
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| Pick the fish you want to catch.” 


HAMMERHEAD 


(continued from page 39) 


read; they were pinkish and yellow. At 
least their backs were, and that’s all I 
could see. 

I approached a tiny key. It wasn’t 
more than fifty feet long, but it had a 
white sandy beach. As I got closer to 
it a three-foot barracuda slid out of his 
hiding place and went past me. When 
he saw the Kayak he kicked his tail, and 
was gone. I slid the kayak up on the 
beach and stepped ashore. Instantly I 
was covered with small black mos- 
quitoes. I got out of there fast, wiping 
layers of mosquitoes off my arms and 
face. There was a lot of blood. 

I went back to Key West, and that’s 


| when I bought the little anchor. It 


weighed only five pounds. Charlie 
Thompson sold it to me, and he knew 
the waters around there. He laughed 
at the anchor, and called it a watch fob 
because it was so little. But it was O.K. 
for my Kayak. Charlie suggested that 
I fish off Rest Beach. 

“Lots of coral out there about half a 
mile,” he said. “Take a water glass. 
Look down into the holes in the coral. 
He 


| laughed. I bought a bucket with a glass 


| drinking water, 


bottom in it. Charlie told me to hold the 
bottom of the bucket against the sur- 


face of the water and to look down. 
“You can see a fish sigh with that 
thing,’”’ he said. 


Next morning I went out off Rest 
Beach. I carried the anchor, two sand- 
wiches, and a crawfish tail for bait. I 
had about 150 yards of silk casting line 
on my fly reel. I didn’t take fly line be- 
cause I didn’t expect to cast. I had some 
my big sheath knife, 
some brass leader wire, and some hooks. 

The water off the beach was so shal- 
low I could have waded out in it for a 
couple of city blocks. I kept looking into 
the water glass. Charlie was right, I 
could see everything—-even grains of 
sand which sometimes moved because 


| they weren't grains of sand at all but 


small mollusks. I saw three big crawfish 
hiding in crevices. Their long feelers 
waved fast when the kayak went over. 

Then I came to the coral. It was just 
like in the books. There was a great city 
of it going out for a long way. Big nig- 
gerheads loomed up, and between them 

| were dark holes. There were fish in them, 
small yellowtails, muttonfish, porkfish, 
angelfish, and grunts. There were sar- 
geantfish, tiny damselfish, and slippery 
dicks, too. I looked down into the bucket 
so long I began to get seasick. I didn’t 
know whether it was from my looking 
down or from the chop. The chop is al- 
ways bad over shallow water, even on 

| nice days. This was a very nice day. 

I dropped the watch fob overboard 
and paid out line until the kayak was 
right at the edge of a big hole. Then I 
cut the crawfish tail into fine baits, tied 
a wire leader to the end of my line, and 
fastened a hook to it. A segment of the 
crawfish tail slipped on the hook nicely. 

| I dropped the line into the water, and 
placed the rod over the gunwales of the 
kayak. The boat gave the bait plenty of 
motion. 

The dip and rise of the craft occupied 






my attention for a time; I felt green 
But quickly the tip of the fly rod moved 
The kayak went up, but the rod tip 
stayed down. I picked up the butt and 
set the hook. The fish fought hard. It 
bore down, then went round and round 
like a big bluegill. It put up a good 
fight, and when I brought it in it turned 
out to be a black angelfish. When | 
grasped it, the sharp scalpel-like bone 
projection on its gills cut my thumb 
badly. I still have the scar. I put the 
angelfish in a sack, baited my hook 
again, and tossed it into the water. 

The air smelled like warm seaweed 
The clouds were high, white, and round 
The terns came to visit me, and I tossed 
them the shell of the crawfish tail. On 
the beach I could see the cabanas and 


little people. They seemed very far 
away. 
My rod tip went down sharply, mak- 


ing an audible swish. Drops of seawater 
struck my sunglasses. I grabbed the 
butt quickly and raised it until I felt 
the fish move. It felt terribly strong. | 
set the hook. Nothing happened. It was 
as though the fish hadn’t noticed the 
sting of the steel. Its calm indifference 
annoyed me, so I struck hard, again and 
again. 

When I was a small boy I once tried 
to bring a bucket of water up out of a 
well. I got it half way and then had to 
let go. Its weight was too much for me. 
The awful weight of that bucket came 
as a shock to me, and I never forgot it. 

Something like that happened now. 
The fish I'd hooked shook and then, like 
that bucket of water, pulled from my 
grasp and shot away. There was noth- 
ing I could do to stop it. I held the rod 
high, and the reel spun. Since the water 
wasn’t deep, the line tangent was long. 
It cut the water with an ominous hiss. 
A wave of fear swept over me momen- 
tarily. 


Mere it was fortunate that I couldn't 
thumb the reel. With no drag 
beyond the slight one of the line, the 
fish ran only 200 or perhaps 300 feet. 
Then it turned. A gull came down the 
line, but when it approached the fish's 
end it veered up wildly. 

I compressed my lips and pulled the 
rod tip high. I began turning the reel 
handle. The fish moved off into the di- 
rection of the sun. The swing gave me 
some slack, and I reeled as fast as I 
could. 

A second later the fish turned again 
and came toward me. Realizing that it 
would be impossible to reel line fast 
enough, I began to strip it in. It fell in 
coils on my feet. The fish slowed down 
about thirty feet away. I took in more 
slack. Then the fish surfaced. I gasped 
when I saw it. It was a hammerhead 
shark, and was nearly as long as my 
kayak. 

When I'd got in almost all the loose 
line the shark submerged and made an- 
other run. This time the run was strong 
and full of panic. The line whipped up 
and flipped over a button on my shirt. 
There was a twang, and the button was 
gone. The shark headed out to sea. 

I leaned back on the rod and gave the 
shark full butt. The effort had no effect 
on the fish. The line tore out, the reel 
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hummed, and the rod assumed a ter- 
rible arc. So I lifted the anchor. 

I put my left hand under the butt sec- 
tion of the fly rod, hoping to relieve the 
near paralysis in my arms. The line 
dwindled fast, but the fish was slowing. 
I held hard, desperately. Suddenly the 
kayak began to move, but I found that 
with just the right amount of strain on 
the line I could save what I had reeled 
in. After a while I even began to take 
in more line. But the big fish moved 
on out. 

My right arm began to ache. At first 
it was just a small ache, like the begin- 
ning of a toothache, it spread fiercely 
and suddenly to my shoulder. I gath- 
ered the entire rod into my arms, and 
pressed the butt into my stomach. This 
gave me some relief. 

At times the fish appeared to rest. 
When it did I pumped in line until the 
kayak was almost over-the monster. I 
looked around at the beach, and was 
frightened when I couldn’t see much of 
the cabanas. I put more pressure on the 
shark. 


t happened while I was attempting to 
gain a little more line. The shark 

seemed to be resting, and I was pump- 
ing away at the reel handle. The line 
was straight down. Suddenly the pres- 
sure on it lightened. I reeled desperate- 
ly, hoping that the fish was about to 
give up. In seconds the hammerhead 
appeared under the left pontoon. 

The shark was long, and utterly 
horrible. Its eyes stuck out on the ex- 
tremities of the crossbar that is part of 
its head. It looked at me, and I at it. 
Then it turned on its side and moved to 
the pontoon. It opened its jaws and bit 
the fragile thing clean through. The 
kayak immediately listed sharply to the 


left. Desperately I threw my weight to 
the right, at the same time letting go of 
the line. 

I no longer felt secure. With only one 
pontoon for balance, it became impera- 
tive for me to keep my weight on the 
right of the kayak all the time. I'd ar- 
rived at the point when the only sensi- 
ble thing to do was cut the line and 
paddle home. But I didn’t. 

I don’t know why I didn’t. Perhaps 
I was trying unconsciously to be a hero. 
Real fear flooded over me, but instead 
of provoking me to be sensible it only 
increased my foolish determination to 
hang on. 


MY slacking off of line relieved the 
tension of the moment; the shark 
turned, went down, and swam leisurely 
away. I gave line grudgingly. The 
kayak again began to follow the fish, 
but this time it acted like a crippled 
seagull. 

I leaned hard to the right. It hurt my 
side, but I tried not to think of that. 
A squall came up, and the rain pelted 
hard. Seconds became minutes, min- 
utes hours. 
the Atlantic. I managed to eat a sand- 
wich and drink some water. Nausea 

gagged me, but I hoped the food would 
calm the trouble inside me. It didn’t. 


A black tramp steamer went south | 


far on the fuzzy horizon. I watched it 
with longing. A great flock of terns 
followed me for a while. The big blue 
balloons of Portuguese men-of-war 
drifted past, and once a stray flying fish 
lifted from the water. 

The water was turning from green to 
deep blue, and I knew we couldn’t be 
far from the Gulf Stream. My arms 
hurt terribly. I began to talk to myself, 
telling myself how stupid I was for not 





Bein Dye’s cover painting of a 


triumphant salt-water angler 
tells its story at a glance, but 
there’s another story behind it. 

“When I was down in Florida,” 
Dye writes, “I was always amazed 
at the type of people who hit the 
jackpot and landed the big fish. 
They all had two things in com- 
mon: a great, big, prouder-than- 
punch smile and a photograph to 
prove their catch. But hardly ever 
were they the barrel-chested, 
brawny boys you might have ex- 
pected. 

“Finding a model to fit this idea 
was a rough job here where I live, 
on the Eastern Shore of Virginia; 
nearly everybody is tanned and 
hardened by lots of time on salt 
water. I had just about decided I 
would have to go up to New York 
to find a model, when my wife 
spotted this man while we were at 
the movies. 

“Talking strangers into posing 
for paintings isn’t my long suit, but 
I finally did it. He was a swell 
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2 Usaismeataiiin RELIEF 
Murine can make a world of 
difference in how your tired 
eyes feel. 2 drops in each eye 
cleanse artd soothe eyes that 
have been exposed to wind, dust, 
glare or over-long hours 

of work. Murine makes ~ 
your eyes feel good. 
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for your eyes 











model and got a big kick out of 
posing for the cover. In fact, he 
entered so heartily into the spirit 
of the thing that I'll not be sur- 
prised to hear he has gone down 
to Florida this winter and tried to 
make the picture come true.” 





ALUMINUM SINKER MOLDS 
MAKE YOUR OWN SINKERS—It's really fun to melt old 
scrap lead— pour the silvery metal and out comes perfect 
sinkers. Each mold makes from 4 to 13 at a time—all one 
kind in asst'd sizes. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 


No. Name Range of Weights Makes Price Pstg. 
A Clincher lig OZ. to % oz. 7 $2.95 25c 
A2 Clincher ‘oz. to 1 oz. 25¢ 
No-Snag %02z.to % oz. 25c 
Bass ¥% oz.to 2% oz. 7 . 25c 
Bell 3 oz. to 234 oz ; 25c 
Ban 3, oz. to 1 oz. 25¢ 
CAST IRON LADLE.. 95c P. Paid 
BARREL SWIVELS for Mold No. C $1.88 per 100 
2300° GAS TORCH & TANK..... $6.95 P. Pd.; Melts ladle of 
lead in 4 min. Burns 8 hrs. Loaded replacement tanks $1.95 
126 page FISHING-HOBBY catalog included FREE 
NETCRAFT CO., Dept. 0-2, Toledo 13, Ohie 
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GIANT CATALOG OF 
Amazing {ci 
Bargains! 


@ SPORTSMEN © HUNTERS 
© FISHERMEN © CAMPERS 
Famous Gateway Catalog 
Most interesting catalog in 
the world! Nearly 100 
pages—thousands of items 
— breath-taking bargains! 
Before you buy any sports equip-m 
ment anywhere—check your Gate- 
way catalog! 


GATEWAY SPORTING GOODS 
Dept. B2 1321 Main St. Kansas City 6, Mo. 

























{l@ MARVELURE 


All-Purpose Flash Spoons 
FULLY WEEDLESS 
Hidden Hook Point 
Get the limit in ANY 
water... weeds 
are no obstacle 


FULLY \ to the Marvelure 
GUARANTEED. } . runs on the 
Fly size ......$ .70 surface or down 
Vy : deep. Patented, 

> 02. size..$1.25 XN | 
. rustiess 





full oz. ........ $1.50 = PENIS 
At your dealer or write today to: Dept. OL, 








Chicago Tool & Stamping Co. 





133! Belmont Ave. @ 


THE FISHERMAN’S DREAM 


KANT-LASH Fishing Reel Adapter 


Chicago 13, Ill. 





@ Back Lash Impossible © Amazing Accuracy © On in 30 seconds 
© Greater Casting Distance © Fits old or new reels 

$2.95 These statements are backed by 
unconditional guarantee. Youmust 


use Kant-Lash if you want your 
reel to produce 100% efficiency. 
Working principle of Kant-Lashis 
“Free Action’’. The most amazing 
invention in years. Kant-Lash 











itis‘‘ Amazing’'and‘‘ Remarkable”. 
At Dealers or send $2.95 Money back at once if not satisfied. 


R. E. ROBERTSON & CO., P. 0. Box 21B, Morton Grove, Ill. 
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HOOK TYING KIT $2 
NOW—tie your own Worm gangs, it’s 
really fascinating; saves money. Tie your 
snelled hooks and special rigs too. New 
picture instructions insure fast, perfect 
work. Includes vise & all parts shown— 
$2 plus 15c pstg. FLY TYING PKT.—$1 
extra; includes feathers, threads, hooks, 
hackle, etc. Doubles your fun—gets you 
started. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 

FREE 126 P. Fishing Catalog 


NETCRAFT CO. Dept. 0-3 Toledo, 0, 


The SPEEDY STITCHER 


making new or re- 






















Sews quick and strong 
pairing all sorts of leather and canvas 
articles—boots, shoes, coats, 
gloves, belts, saddles, golf 
bags, Ski, Football, Base- 

ball, Skating, unt. 

ing, Fishing, Camp- 
ing togs, grain 
bags, — bur- 

lap, etc. 


Each 
stitcher 
Comes ready 
to use with a 
reel of waxed 
thread and 3 
needles, assorted 
sizes Needles are car- 
ried in handle. A handy 
tool for home or on hunt- 

ing, fishing or camping trips. 
Price Postage prepaid $1.00. 


LYMAN BRADFORD CO, 
Box Ne. 300 KINGSTON, MASS, 











Fly Tyena Bait Castera 
Rod Builders !.. 


The world’s largest stock and greatest assortment of fly tying, 
plug making, rod building, and net making materials and tools. 
Over 10,000 items including thousands not available elsewhere, 
Buy direct at WHOLESALE PRICES! 
Send 25¢ today for huge catalog AOM 


HERTER’S, INC., Waseca, Minnesota, Since 1893 












84 ourpoor LIFE 


| 


| 


|/rough for surface plugs,’ 





cutting the line. Why don’t you cut the 
line, you fool? But I didn’t cut it. 

I looked at my watch. It was now 
five hours since I’d hooked the shark. 
I couldn’t see Key West; it had dropped 
below the horizon. I began to doze, but 
suddenly I felt that I was tipping. I 
came awake with a frightened start and 


| leaned heavily to the right. I was tired, 


seasick, and hurt, but eventually I fell 
asleep. 

A sudden bump shook me, and I 
awoke with a shout. Next to me, on the 
water, was a small platform that 
reached almost to the kayak. I looked 


| up and saw a small Bahama sloop. It 


was the dirtiest, most ramshackle boat 
I’ve ever seen, but to me it looked 
beautiful. There were four or five men 
aboard. One leaned over the gunwale. 
“Hey mon,” he shouted, ‘‘you in trou- 
ble?” 

I shook my head. Then I knew I was 
being silly, and I think I blushed. 

“My outrigger,” I answered. “TI lost 
it. Shark bit it off.” 

I was close to the boat’s platform 


| now, and I managed to uncramp one 


arm from around my rod and grasp it. 
The pain was awful. The man who had 
shouted came down the ladder. 

“Here mon, why it ’appen you don’t 
let go that pole?’’ he asked, reaching 
out for me. 

“Hooked big shark,” I gasped. ‘Don’t 
want to lose him.” 

“Don’t want to lose ’im? 
mon?” 

I was on the platform now, and the 
man was tying the kayak to the ladder. 

“I don’t know,’ I said. I staggered 
and almost fell, but the man grasped 


Why not, 


|; my arm. 


users by the tens of thousands say | 


“Tt ain’t nothing to eat, mon. Break 
your line,” he urged. 


I shook my head. I had my left arm 
around the rod, and leaned back against 
it. I reeled. I felt dead, except for the 
pain. The man scratched his head. 

“ “EK won’t let ’im go, and it ain’t a 
eatin’ fish. God! Where you from?” he 
asked. 

“Key West,” I gasped, ‘‘Rest Beach.” 

“In that thing?’’ He looked at the 
kayak. 

I nodded, working at the reel. The 
shark was a dead weight, but it moved 
slowly toward me. 

“Get a gaff,” I begged. 

The man turned to one of the crew. 
He got a gaff, a great hook on a ten- 
foot pole, and turned to the water. The 
hammerhead was close now. I gave the 
rod all it would take. 

“Hough,” the man _  grunted, and 
struck the gaff into the fish. The water 
exploded, the pressure on the rod sud- 
denly disappeared, and I fell into the 
water. 

I saw one of the men on the deck 
grab the gaff, and felt him haul me 
aboard. That was all. After that all 
the lights went out. 

I awoke just before the boat pulled 
into the dock at Key West. 

“Thanks,” I said to the man. 
laughed. 

“What a sport,” he said. “Know how 
much that ’ammerhead weighed? It 
weighed one hundred an’ twenty-seven 
pounds.” 

My good wife took care of me when 
I got home. She said a great many 
things, and asked a lot of questions. 
She kept asking one question I couldn’t 
answer. ‘What were you trying to 
prove?” 

I still don’t know, not well enough to 
put it into words. But I think other 
fishermen will understand. THE END 


He 





THE NEW YORK LOOK 


(continued from page 47) 


Rippy paid 


|no attention, and on his very first cast 


he hooked a two-pound bass. 

I wasn’t much impressed. ‘“Acciden- 
tal,” I said. On his second cast he 
latched onto a bigger bass, maybe half 
a pound bigger. I kept right on throw- 
ing my underwater plug. On his third 
| cast Rippy hooked a three-pounder, and 
I glanced at my tackle box. “Think the 
water’s a little too rough for surface 
stuff, do you?” asked Rippy. ‘Yes,’ I 
said, ‘“‘I do.” 

But when he hooked a four-pounder 
on his fourth cast I clawed all my tackle 
out into the bottom of the boat, and 
came up with a floating plug that Rippy 
had whittled out. It was exactly the 
| Shape of the one he was using but its 
color was different. ‘TI’ll show you,’’ I 
| said, ‘‘that color don’t mean a thing at 
a time like this.” 

Rippy sat still and watched me cast 
the floating plug five or six times, and 
then he said, ‘I wouldn’t want to argue 
with you but I happen to have four aw- 
ful nice bass here,’’ and he hauled up 
the stringer and sort of dangled the 
fish without cracking a smile. 





“Go ahead,” I said, “and see if you 
can hook No. 5.” 

“O. K.,” he said. ‘‘Just watch nie.”’ 

I would have bet him 100 to 1 that his 
fifth cast would turn out to be fruitless, 
but he didn’t give me time. His cast 
barely reached the water when he had 
another bass on, one that would run 
more than four pounds. Rippy strung it 
just as unconcerned as Adam eating his 
second apple and then said, “I believe 
I'll sharpen these hooks a bit. That’s an- 
other thing that a lot of bass fishermen 
forget. You always want to keep your 
hooks sharp.” 

All the while he was honing the hooks 
he appeared to be as cool as a’ polar 
bear before breakfast. I knew he was 
turning on all this acting just for my 
benefit, so I, to appear entirely unim- 
pressed, laid my casting outfit down in 
the boat. “I don’t understand any part 
of it, if that’s any comfort to you,” I 
said. 

“I do,” said Rippy. ‘Soon as I get 
these hooks sharpened I’m gonna hook 
old grandpappy. I’m gonna make it 
six out of six.” 

Again I felt like betting, this time 
1,000 to 1. I’m giad I didn’t. 

Rippy’s sixth cast was, to my notion, 
the best he’d made so far. It sailed back 
in among the brush tops in some very 
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bassy-looking water. But nothing hap- 
pened. Rippy twitched the plug a few 
times and still nothing happened. 
“School’s out,’”’ I said with a grin, the 
first I’d displayed all afternoon. 

Something across the lake attracted 
Rippy’s attention and he started wind- 
ing in. I kept my eye on the plug. I 
noticed it was going to travel right over 
a large bed of submerged weed growth. 
I saw the bass just as the plug reached 
the weeds. That fish must have lived 
long enough to acquire astigmatism, 
for he didn’t seem to see the weed 
cluster until it was too late. He shifted 
into overdrive, so to speak, and shot 
into the air at least four feet above the 
water. Turning like a playful cat at 
the top of his flight, he started straight 
down. Rippy was still looking across 
the lake and winding his reel. By now 
he’d taken the plug about six inches 
above the surface. 


MI" Bass grabbed that plug going 
I straight down. The rod slapped the 
gunwale, the leader went phut, and 
away with a marvelous plug went a 
miraculous bass. 

Rippy whirled around and much of 
his complacency vanished. He looked 
as though he’d been chewing a mouth- 
ful of loose quinine. ‘‘There goes my 
wonder plug,’ he said mournfully. 
“That bass must have weighed thirty 
pounds.” 

“That was a big bass,’’ I replied. “A 
twelve-pounder at least.” 

My watch said 4:30 so I said, “It’s a 
long time till dark. We'll stay here, and 
maybe he’ll throw that plug.” 

He was trying to. For at least thirty 
minutes he rattled around among the 
brush tops but the plug held on. When 
darkness fell we sadly made for our 
cabin. We had five very fine bass but 
we'd lost the most spectacular plug I'd 
ever looked at in fifty years of fisning. 

While we were cleaning the fish 
Rippy said, “I worked on that plug for 
over a year. I always thought that if 
I ever got the right color combination, 
I'd have a winner. Looks like I came 
mighty close.” 

“It’s just one of those things,’’ I said. 
“Tomorrow I'll show you that all this 
color business is just hokum.”’ 

I failed miserably. Neither of us 
caught any bass at all, color or no color. 
Time after time I said to Rippy, ‘““We 
might just as well be in our backyards 
shying those plugs at a tomato can.” 
And a while later I said, ‘“Let’s visit 
some of the towns around here and see 
if we can get some of that paint you 
used.” 

“I don’t think we can,” said Rippy. 
“The paint has to come from New 
York; that’s the only place I’ve been 
able to get it. These bass are very sen- 
sitive and you can’t use barn paint and 
do any good at all. I’m sure of that.”’ 

“I’m not,’ I said. ‘‘These bass won't 
know New York paint from paint made 
in Punxsutawney, Pa.” 

Next day we visited all the towns 
around Lake Murray, clear to the Texas 
State line. All the paint merchants had 
paint, but Rippy turned it down. “It’s 
got to come out of New York,”’ he kept 
Saying. 






We remained at Lake Murray for a 
full week, fishing hard every day, and 
we caught very few bass. Rippy 


mourned the loss of his spectacular | 


plug, and while I didn’t openly admit it, 
I also felt that if we hadn't lost the plug 
it would have slain bass every day. 

When we were packing up to leave I 
said to Rippy, “I wish we had another 
witness to that first afternoon here. 
You may not think so, but we'll have 
our hands full making folks back home 
believe you hooked six bass with six 
casts. Had you thought about that ?”’ 

“Yes,’’ said Rippy. ‘‘Maybe we'd bet- 
ter keep it quiet until I get a chance to 
smear some more of that New York 
paint. I wish I’d made a color photo- 
graph of that little ol’ plug. All I got 
now to go on is my memory, and it 
ain't too good anymore.”’ 

Three years have slid off the calen- 
dar and Rippy hasn’t come up with any- 
thing like a killer plug. The New York 
paint seems to have lost its magnetism. 
Just the other day I said to Rippy, “I’m 
glad that paint those New Yorkers 
cooked up wasn’t made in Oklahoma or 
Alabama.” 

“Why ?”’ asked Rippy. 

“Well,” I said, ‘‘we’ve both lived in 
the South so long we've grown to be 
dyed-in-the-wool Southerners. And this 


gives us something else to blame on | 
THE END | 


those damyankees.” 


Plastie-Coated Shrimp 


A real shrimp, scientifically preserved 
and covered with plastic, 
latest addition to a line of realistic lures 


which also includes plastic-covered real | 
The shrimp lure is the fruit | 


minnows. 
of long research, in which a major prob- 
lem was to reproduce the pearly iri- 
descence which is the natural color of 
this bait. 

To control action and keep the plastic- | 
covered shrimp in correct swimming | 
position, it is mounted on a lead tube 
which acts as a keel. Usable for spin- | 
ning, casting, or trolling, the new lure | 
can be fished with either head or tail | 
forward by reversing it on its hook | 
assembly, which also allows the shrimp 
to ride up the leader when a fish strikes. 


First Aid for Fibbers 


Wr a handy new gadget that fits 
neatly in his tackle box, an angler 
can not only avoid the temptation to lie 
about his catches, but also heal any 
minor wounds he may receive in making 
them. Besides a 36-in. steel tape for | 


measuring fish, and a spring scale that 
weighs up to 9 lb., the compact device 
has a first-aid compartment containing 
prepared bandages, a razor blade, and 
vials for antiseptic and water-purifying 
tablets. | 
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FREE COPY 


Let us tell you the story of 
fishing Florida’s great inland 
empire of lakes and streams 
about Ocala and Marion 
County ... let us amaze you 
with international tackle rec- 
ords ... and tell you how you 
yourself can help make angl- 
ing history this winter. WRITE 
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CAST ALUMINUM, Easy-to-use, 


>. 6, 8 oz, bank-type, deep ana mold 
A 4 oz. bank-type (she 
M4, i . bank freshwater go od eecccece 
. 6 oz. pyramid sinker mold ese 
‘' 8 oz pyramid sinker mold . 
ae oz. pega type sinker mole 


=e Bene @ NOQUaONe 
- ! gee 


* 4 dy 0: . 
‘ 

5 ag type sinkers, 2 wivels included) 

! ! 2\o oz, flat snaggler sinker mold 

snaggler sinker molc 


i on, flat 


oz. flat snaggier mold. 
oy sinior™, 8 gia arent sizes-—-1/16. 5/32, 3/16, 
~. pineh-on sinkers.. 
> On, “pyramid mold : 
4 hank type hexagon sinker mold 
, B, ‘ie, z. bank type he ~ m sinker me nd 


sinker mold 

NOTE: 13. 1%. 15, 16 ave hinged 
molds with handle qvips 
Money-back guaran- 
tee, NO COD's. Send 
check or P.O. Money 
Order plus 25c post- 
age to: 


STEWART 
SPECIALTY SALES 


Box 207 -F ( Shenandoah Sta.) 
MIAMI 45, FLORIDA 








and SNAP-SWIVELS 


Keep your bait turning and hold 
your fish with the tiny, mighty 
McMahon, world’s toughest swiv- 
el for its size. Where baits are 
to be changed, use streamlined 
McMahon Snap-Swivels. They‘re 
snag-proof, easy to handle with 
cold, wet or slippery fingers. 





Inquiries invited from dealers, mfrs 


MARINE SPECIALTY ee ees ee ae co. 


1223 Western Avenue, Seattle 1, ee ees ee ae 





BAMBOO FLY RODS— For bonefish snook, 


2 tarpon, steelhead, 
salmon, bass. panfish. Performance and stamina 
never excelled 


BAMBOO SPINNING RODS—For seme "sh; 


ing. Every rod 
highly specified for its purpose. Reels. lines. lead- 
ers and flies for all. Let us balance an outfit for 
you. You'll experience a new proficiency and 
thrill. Send 10c for cata 


log and see how highest PAUL ours 
quality rods are made. 


8065-2 Grand River Detroit 4, Mich. 
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CAMPING 


MAURICE H. DECKER 


DRY FEET IN WET GOING 


long time ago somebody had the 

A happy thought of sewing a leath- 
= er top and a rubber bottom to- 
gether to form a combination boot for 
outdoor service. With it he solved once 
and for all the problem of keeping feet 
dry and warm in many kinds of weath- 
er. The new boot quickly found favor 
with loggers, teamsters, and sportsmen, 
and its popularity has grown ever since. 

The combination boot is worn by 
large numbers of hunters, fishermen, 
campers, and canoeists. In fact it’s so 
popular with men who live in or visit 
Maine that it has become known 
throughout the East as the “Maine 
hunting boot.’’ Indians, when they can 
obtain the boot, wear it in preference 
to their traditional smoke-tanned moc- 
casins. 

No other boot can serve you better on 
wet trails, soft snow, surface water, or 
low marshy ground. It keeps the feet 
quite dry, something that’s often im- 
possible with footgear made entirely of 
leather; it conserves warmth in mod- 
erately cold weather; and its rough 
crepe-rubber sole grips well on slippery 
surfaces. It’s not a mountain boot, 
though, because its sole won’t hold calks 
and hobnails, but it is excellent for 
snowshoe travel in wet snow. One 
other point keeps the boot from being 
an almost perfect all-round type for 
outdoorsmen: It is too warm in hot 
weather, causing excessive sweating of 
the feet. 

This boot needs little if any breaking 
in; its rubber bottom, being soft, im- 
mediately molds itself to the shape of 
the foot if you have purchased a suit- 
able size. Size is very important; you 
must provide plenty of room because 
with it you'll wear more socks, and 
heavier ones, than you do ordinarily, 
and also because feet swell from the 
unaccustomed exercise of a long hike or 
hunt—especially when you carry an un- 
usual load, such as gun and ammuni- 
tion, dead game, packsack, or canoe. 
Unless your boots are roomy enough to 
take this “spread” comfertably, your 
vacation can be spoiled by foot misery. 


86 OUTDOOR LIFE 


In many cases boots one size longer 
and from one to two sizes wider than 
dress shoes are required for combina- 
tion boots. But this should be checked 
by actual test. If you buy at a store, 
fit boots over the same socks you plan 
to wear afield. If you order by mail, 
stand erect on a sheet of paper and 
have somebody draw a line around your 
sock-covered feet. (Be sure he holds 
the pencil vertical.) Send the outline 
to the factory and they can supply your 
correct size. This is better than order- 
ing by size number and width letter, 
since some outdoor boots are made 
overlarge for given sizes. 


oots too large are better than those 
B too small because you can fill the 
surplus space by wearing more socks 
or using insoles. When the boot is too 
small you have no remedy in the woods 
and must grimly bear the pinch. 

In moderate weather one pair of 
socks and one of insoles are enough in- 


side your combination boots. In very 
cold weather add another pair of socks, 
preferably the long, heavy kind that 
reach almost to the knee. Insoles are 
desirable because they insulate the feet 
from the cold ground and absorb excess 
moisture. 

Rubber tends to hold perspiration, 
making socks damp and feet chilly. 
Dealers who sell boots also supply in- 
soles; get two pairs so one can be dry- 
ing while you wear the other. Damp- 
ness may also be reduced by lacing o1 
strapping boot tops loosely, promoting 
evaporation. Feet that are tender or 
sensitive to rubber should be dusted 
daily with a good commercial foot 
powder, which also helps by absorbing 
moisture and possibly reducing the 
tendency toward excessive sweating. 

Combination boots are made in half 
a dozen heights ranging from 6 to 18 
in., but those measuring 8 and 10 in. are 
generally most useful. An 8-in. top is 
fine to wear with the paratrooper type 
of hunting pants with tight-fitting bot- 


“I’m tired of being a snowshoe rabbit!” 
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toms. The 10-in. size can be worn with 
regular hunting pants whose bottoms 
are tucked inside. Higher tops are 
clumsy and heavy for general wear but 
can be chosen if you have to penetrate 
much thorny brush or need protection 
from poisonous snakes. 

Rubber-bottom boots are often made 
in different weights—heavy for loggers, 
light for sportsmen. Since extreme 
durability is not important (few sports- 
men wear boots longer than several 
weeks each year) always buy the light- 
weight type. 

People who have become accustomed 
to street or business shoes tire quickly 
when they try to walk long distances in 
heavy boots. Even if the overload 
amounts to only 4 oz., you will lift 500 
extra pounds in the 2,000 steps most 


hikers take to cover a mile. The energy 
saved on a 5 or 10-mile hike with light 
fogtgear can add up! 

A comfortable, well-fitting outdoor 
boot is valuable property and deserves 
good care. Oil or grease the leather top 


often enough to make it water-resistant | 


and soft. These combination boots must 
be kept supple at the heel—otherwise 
hard wrinkles form in the leather and 
dig into the flesh. 

Since oil and grease damage rubber, 
don’t let either touch the boot bottom. 
To prolong life of rubber, apply a mix- 
ture of 1 part glycerin and 3 parts al- 
cohol once a season. The seam joining 
the two materials should be coated with 
rubber cement or thinned shellac to pre- 
vent threads from fraying and break- 
ing.—Maurice H. Decker. 





THE UNCOOKED GOOSE 


(continued from page 24) 


flights took off, to cross the marsh at 
least a mile away on their morning 
flight to feed. I had about decided that 
Doc’s impatience had warned off all 
geese when four birds left the ranks 
of their fellows and swept right toward 
where Ben crouched on the marshy 
bank of the creek. 

My face was so close to the grass at 
the rim of my blind that I couldn't see 
everything that went on. But from the 
action of the birds, I could guess what 
was happening. Ben evidently exposed 
himself in such a way that the flock 
couldn’t identify him after they’d seen 
his movement in the grass. Bob Red- 
dish went into action, giving the double- 
toned whonk of the Canada goose, and 
turning the flock away from the creek 
entrance and across the point of land 
where Doc and I were hugging our 
blinds. 

So once again I put my weight on 
my knees and elbows and tensed for 
action. This time Doc didn’t shoot at 
birds 200 yards away—he waited until 
they were 125 yards distant, then 
opened up. 

Swearing at him under my breath, I 
stood erect. The leader turned, beating 
his mighty pinions for the safety of the 
sky lanes. But one of the geese behind 
him dropped out of the formation, 
cupped its wings, and sailed straight 
toward us. Doc took two more shots at 
it and managed to catch it with the 
second as it swept over the blind about 
forty feet in the air. Doc was as jubi- 
lant as a school kid at dismissal bell. 
With his gun in the crook of his arm, 
he sprinted out on the narrow sand strip 
Where the goose had crumpled and 
brought it back, holding it against the 
sky for me to see. 

Over the ragged tips of marsh grass 
that fringed his creek, Bob Reddish 
waved congratulations. And then I saw 
Ben coming through the marsh, his face 
wrapped up in a scowl. He began jaw- 
ing loudly at Doc. 

“Why didn’t you let those geese come 
in?” he demanded. ‘‘They were still a 
quarter of a mile in front of you when 
you opened up.” 

“I got one, didn’t I?” Doc announced. 






Ben leaned his gun against the brush 
and began prying around the blind. 
Suddenly he froze to attention and then 
lifted his eyes slowly. ‘“‘Why, you mean, 
low-down so-and-so,” he grated at Doc. 

Doc’s eyes were smoldering and there 
was a dangerous twist to his mouth. 
“There’s no law against it,’”’ he declared, 
“and I got my goose. You haven't even 
got a feather to show for the morning.” 

Ben pickled him with a look and re- 
trieved one of the empty hulls from the 
ground. He handed it to me. “He and 
I bought a box of buckshot shells to- 
gether,” Ben explained. “They came 
wrapped up in a bright green hull. The 
great Sapp here was using buckshot 
to kill geese.” 

“I got my goose,” 
bornly. Where's 


Doc repeated stub- 
yours? 


‘pen ignored the question. 
B not staying on that creek any- 
more, either,’’ he went on. “Not one 
goose has headed in my direction this 
morning. They all fly over this point. 
So you can move over and make room 
for me, or you can go to the creek 
bank.” 

We settled down again. All the com- | 
motion, racket, and moving around had 
sent the remaining geese swimming 


“And I’m | 





almost out of sight toward the other 
tip of Piney Island. There wasn’t much 
chance that one would approach within 


a mile of us for a week. But I gave} 
Ben my blind and made another nest | 


under the brush thirty feet behind him. 

The sun burned through the clouds 
banked on the eastern rim of the world 
and sailed into the blue, bringing the 
first touch of warmth to the day. Not | 
more than 100 birds were left on the | 
water. Some had gone ashore on the | 
sandy tip of the little island to our star- 
board, just as Bob Reddish had pre- | 
dicted. Up toward the refuge, almost | 
at the limit of our vision, flight after 
flight headed to the hill to feed. Ben 
and Doc were still mumbling at each 
other and I relaxed, propping my gun 
barrel into the fork of a bush in front 
of me. 

“That sun is frying me like an egg,” 
I heard Ben mutter. “I’m coming out | 
of this coat.” 

He left his blind on the sandy point | 
and crawled out from under the brush | 





BUY DIRECT-SAVE 
FACTORY DISCOUNTS UP TO 85% 
MASTER SNOW BLOW  prctttico 


it’s a lawn mower it’s a plow 

it’s a power sickle It’s a bulldozer 
it’s a cultivator it’s a rotary tiller 
‘ Here at last is a power unit that does every- 
~, thing. Works for you year ‘round. Does ter- 
rific job clearing snow. Built-in power take- 
off to drive pumps, saws, generators, etc. 
Safety clutch—can't burn out. More versa- 
tile and effic — Ly tractors costing twice 
as much. elt propelled 2 hp. tractor 
with Briggs or é — famous 

engine. (Item 206). Only $119 50 
Tractor shown <i snow blow attachment. 


J Snow Blow ee oe e $20.50 
Lawn Mower ‘Hitch - « « $4.50 
Retary Tiller « « $42.50 Sickie Bar-Mower $42.50 
ee - « « « $8.75 Bulldozer . . $11.25 
reight pi prepaid to most areas. Easy payment pian available. 


PORTABLE LIGHT PLANTS 


350 Watts 115 v. D.C. powered by a sturdy 
easy-starting 1's hp. Briggs engine, per- 
fect for lights, radios, small power tele, 
etc. in cabins or on service trucks. Us 
standard — sae. Built-in contro! box 
with re cep t plug in. aye only 65 
ibs. Item ae ‘price $199.5¢ -§ 
A terrific “value at 
: PUSH BUTTON START 
(Item 24) A. C. PLANT 
600-700 watts—115 v.- 60 cye. A. C, Powered by a rugged 2 hp. e 
starting Briggs gas enxine. No wiring necessary, just plug in ona 
——- Plenty of current for any oi! burner, freezer, brooder, 
pump, emergency lights, ete. which require up to 700 watts. Ideal tor 
Civil Defense, Fire Depts., trailers and {nnn A ( re ming Ag 
meter and built-in windin oe ae 6 v, auto tteries. item t 
85 Ibs, Fully guaranteed. be or pared it war or storm $143 50 
knocks out power lines. bors > valu 
1000-1200 Watt — 4 ~* 45) same as item 24 but $199. 50 
ri enerator & eng 
eu My ke all sizes uD Sto 10000 watts. Write nad information! 
uy Wholesale— Direct from Fac 
World's Largest Direct Selling Light Plant | Factory 
D.C. HEAVY-DUTY ARC WELDER 
(item 38) Use as portable or shop welder. Up to 300 
amps. Senior model. Made for years of troub/e-free, 
continuous service. Will handle light or heavy jobs 
ily weldsup to %4in. plate using 'y in. rods built- 
in = soning system. Arc is easy to strike and 
. because of spec jally designed arc sta- 
pilizer, Hi-lo switch and dial contro! gives 
wide range of welding heats. Kun weider at 
2600 rpm. with tractor, jeep or 10 hp. gas 
engine, or 7 hp. elec. motor. Complete with 
instructions, guar. and double V beit or flat 
pulley. Wt. ‘110 Ibs 
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A 3400 value at....--.-+-+. e 
Dual contro! mode me as above but with built-in $1 19. 50 
duel rheostat for low heat soldering, brazing, welding 
LDING KIT. Two 10 ft. leads, welding heimet, elec- - $10. 50 
ooae holder, ground clamp. Sold only with welder at . 


EXTENSION CORD 
(Item 16) 40 ft. gy / duty, made of spe 
cially insulated 4 2-conductor wire, 
So tough that you can drive over it and 
zee Reams and easy to handle. Resists oil, 
se or water. Extends electricity up to 
00 Tt without voltage drop. Use indoors or 
bt es ag with heavy rubber piug and 
Wt. 2% Iba. ny $4. - ~ Spee ial 
0 ft. $1.99: Comb: 2-40 ‘t “and 1-2 26 ft. (total 100 ft.) . 4.95 
a eeccccccee acechacsanee 


c. SOCKET SET 
( 22 A Hiehest —— gx. non- 
breakable socke »y Husky. 
Beautiful, pores ot ge ¢ beams alloy, 
a’ »solutely the best. Complete range 


1-116 in. in ‘ 
sions, reversible ‘> in. ratchet, ° 
adaptor bit, slide head, all angie 
coupling, 2 end wrenc hes, yin. speeder handle and sturdy metal too! 
box. For professional mechanics who want the nest. 

Wt. 14 lbs. Easily worth $41.50. While they last ...... - 





Send 10c for Big Factory Catalog. Free ‘with order. Prices f.o.b. 
factory. Money k guarantee. Send check or Money Order. 


Master Mechanic Mfg. Co., Dept. 78B, Burlington, Wis. 





Would YOU Like to Make 


$1,000 A MONTH? 


That’s what Stanley Hyman 
made selling the amazing new 
PRESTO Fire Extinguisher! 
MAZING new kind of tire extin- 
guisher. Tiny ‘‘Presto’’ does job 
ot bulky extinguishers that cost 4 
times as much, are 8 times as heavy. 
Ends fires fast as 2 sec- 
onds. Fits in palm of 












Stanley Hyman 
hand. Never 


corrodes. Guaranteed for 20 years! 
Sells for only $3.98! 

Show it to civil defense workers, 
owners of homes, cars, boats, farms, 
etc. and to stores for resale—make 


good income. H. J. Kerr reported $20 
a day. Kama, $1,000 a month. 
Write for FREE Sales Kit. No obliga- 
tion. MERLITE INDUSTRIES, Inc., Dept. 
361, 201 East 16th St., New York 3, 
N. Y. IN CANADA: Mopa Co., Ltd., 
371 Dowd St., Montreal 1, P Q. 
(If you want a vegular Presto to use as a 
demonstrator, send $2.50. Money back 
if you wish.) 
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**PRESTO"’ 





-QUTDOORMEN ATTENTION 


At last here’s the Outdoorman’s Club for YOUI!! 





YOU plan your own hunting & fishing trips. 
YOU invite one of our photographers—we pay his expenses. 
YOU receive free, the full length, color movie of your trip. 
VOU can draw free of charge, any film in the Outdoorman’s 
Club Film Library. 
VOU are furnished free of charge a sound projector to use in 
showing your film. 
All films are 16 mm., 400 to 600 ft. long, color; sound when 
possible. Each week we pick the invitations that would furnish 
the most variety and interest. 
Enclose ad and $8 for year membership, we will bill you $1 per 
month dues: or enclose $20 for year membership & dues. 
Write for free details: 
PHOTOGRAPHY UNLIMITED, 
Outdoorman’s Club Section, Box 277, Paico, Kansas 


1953 87 


JANUARY, 





































































In summer... 


ELECTRICITY FOR » 
YOUR CABIN... — 


Furnishes regular 110-volt 
C. electricity for lights, 
water pump, radios, etc. 
Compact; lightweight. 
In winter... 
Emergency Electricity 
FOR YOUR HOME! 
When highline power fails, 
it supplies electricity for 
water system, oil burner, 
deep-freeze, lights, etc. 
ohend from $219.00. Write for Folder. 











D. Ww. ONAN & SONS INC. 
5566 Univ. Ave., Minneapolis, Minn. 











“‘Brownlee’’ SECTIONAL 


LOG CABINS 


Easy to Erect, Saving Labor Costs! 


Save money on your log cabin! Get a ‘‘Brownlee’’— 
the cabin that you can erect yourself! Shipped in 
sections, with doors and windows instolled. White cedar 
logs, pre-treated. Impervious to moisture. Termite re- 
sistant. Weather-proof. Factory-caulked exterior walls. 
Complete materials furnished for erection. A variety of 
attractive designs—two to five rooms—as low as $950. 
Also lodges, camp buildings and tourist cabins. Send 25¢ 
today for catalog. (Some territories still open to dealers.) 


THE BROWNLEE CO. 
Send 25¢ for 
CATALOG! 





3506 Guardian Bidg. 
Detroit 26, Mich. 


new PEP YT VIGOR! 





or your money back in 30 days! 





Losing your strength? Vital vigor and endurance? 
Muscle tone gone? Are nerves upsetting your 
home life? A subclinical deficiency condition 
may exist in your system or blood (or both!). If so, 
try NOW the effects of VITARONE (miraculous 
crystalline B12 with B complex plus vital nutritive 
elements) which may bring back your natural 
energy if you were lacking in these elements for 
prolonged periods.* Dr.G. Burkard, MD, gives you 
helpful VITARONE in capsule form. Money back 
if not delighted. Bank of America references. 
Mailed in Confidential Wrapper 
eoccceoe DR. G. BURKARD LABORATORIES -++eceee 
Lab OL-13 355 S. Robertson Blvd. 
Beverly Hills, California 
C Please rush 50 Vitarone capsules for-$5.00 
(_) | prefer 100 Vitarone capsules for $9.00 
Postpaid if paid in advance 


ee eI eS BOD: cvctaceexances 


Cle ARS Factor FRESH 


MILD and FLAVORFUL 

















Choice be bacco. Fine ae Low cost. l0c size. Box 
of 50 $3.00. Two boxes “$ 50. Postpaid. Get fresh cigars 
and save money, Send heck or currency today. Money 


back guarantee, You will like them, Or try four—send 


quarter 





ESQUIRE CIGAR FACTORY 
5514-L Easton Ave. St. Louis 12, Mo. | 
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|caught entirely unawares. 


and into the marsh grass to get some 
elbow room. Through half-closed eyes 
I watched him leisurely find a cigarette 
in his shirt pocket, jab it between his 
lips, and begin to peel the canvas off his 
shoulders. Doc deposited his gun in 
the crotch of a sand myrtle and de- 
cided to join Ben’s shirttail brigade. 

A startled whonk overhead jerked my 
eyes skyward. The air above us was 
curtained with geese. Where they’d 
come from I have no idea, but they’d 
spotted the three of us on the point and 
were going away from there in a hurry. 

It was one of the few times I’ve seen 
three supposedly intelligent hunters 
For a mo- 
ment the point was a scene of utter con- 
fusion. Ben went through the thicket 
like a rat to get to his gun. Doc tore 
the sleeve half out of his hunting coat 
trying to jab his arm back through the 
slot. The brush around my gun had 
entwined it like a vine and it held onto 


| the barrel as tightly as if it had sud- 


denly developed fingers. 
It seemed as though minutes passed 
before I freed the barrel, but it was 


| probably a fraction of a second. The 
| birds overhead were beating for alti- 


tude, and in spite of their seemingly 
slow, awkward wing action, they were 
moving at express-train speed. I gave 
the first gander in the apex of the V a 
good ten-foot lead and stopped him dead 
in his tracks. He tumbled and two more 
geese fell out of the flock with him. I 
picked my second bird off to the left and 
folded him clean. 

The flock flew on and we took stock. 
With his gun straight up, Doc had shot 
behind his first goose and killed the 
second, dropping it almost in the blind 








with him. Ben was nowhere to be seen. 
I glared at Doc suspiciously. ‘You 
didn’t clip him in the melee?” I asked. 

“To hell with him,” Doc said. ‘I was 
after filling out my limit of geese.” 

Then Ben appeared through the head- 
high reeds, his gun across the back of 
his neck, his face split wide in a grin. 
Bob Reddish came around the point of 
the island, pushing his bateau over the 
shallow reefs. 

“It sounded like the marines taking 
an island,” he said, and chuckled when 
we showed him our limit of birds 
“From the way they were falling out 
of the sky, I thought you had twice that 
many.” 

While we stowed our guns and tackle 
in the boat for the long trip home, Ben 
and Doc cackled at each other like two 
goslings. I had the happy thought that 
their feud might be at an end, but my 
anticipation was as short-lived as a 
gander in a wolf’s den. 

‘Lemme see now,” Doc said, as Red- 
dish pushed his bateau off the shell 
bank, ‘“‘we’re even up this morning, but 
that still puts you one goose, three 
quail, and a turkey gobbler behind for 
the season.”’ 

“How about those four doves?” Ben 
reminded him. ‘‘And that brace of mal- 
lards ?”’ 

“I killed one of those mallards,’’ Doc 
protested. 

‘“‘Now look, lunkhead ”” Ben began, 
and I winked at Reddish. He grinned. 

The feud was on again. But for a 
brief while the tip of Piney Island, in 
the lonely reaches of the marsh, had 
witnessed the only truce Doc Sapp and 
Ben Waddill had ever called while each 
had a gun in his hands. THE END 
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Stove in Tent 


Question: Is it safe to use a kerosene heater 
without a stovepipe in a tent?—E. S. Griffin, 
Mich. 


Answer: Never use a heater in a closed tent 
without an exhaust pipe. There’s always a risk 
of fume poisoning when any type of stove is so 
used. The kerosene heater will heat fairly well, 
but you should always arrange for ventilation, 
with fresh air entering constantly.—M.H.D. 


Chuck Recipe 


Question: What's the best way to cook 
groundhog?—P. Melvin Ostenreeder, Pa. 


Answer: Here is my favorite method of cook- 
ing woodchuck: If it’s a full-grown animal, I 
skin and dress it, then cut it into serving-size 
pieces. Next I parboil it for 1%4 hours in water 
containing % cup vinegar and a little salt. Then 
I drain the meat, salt and pepper each piece, 
dust it with flour, and put it in a skillet con- 
taining hot grease. When it’s browned on all 





sides, I reduce the heat, add a little water, 
cover the skillet, and simmer the meat until 
it’s tender. 

If you obtain young chucks you can omit the 
parboiling operation. Young fellows are a true 
delicacy.—M.H.D. 


Keeping Your Feet Warm 


Question: How can I keep my feet warm on 
hunting trips?—Rayford Morgan, Miss. 


Answer: For temperatures down to about 
zero, I’ve found the popular hunting boot with 
leather top and rubber bottom, and worn over 
two pairs of wool socks, to be good and warm. 
The boots should fit easily, not tight, with room 
inside the socks for your feet to move as you 
walk. It’s a good idea to order two pairs of in- 
soles with the boots, so that one pair can be 
drying out while the other is worn. Keep your 
feet dry. Change socks frequently. A dusting of 
good foot powder often helps, as does rubbing 
the feet briskly with alcohol each night.—M.H.D. 


Judging Mushrooms 


Question: How does one distinguish edible 
mushrooms from the poisonous kind? — M. 
Schneider, Wis. 


Answer: That question is much too ticklish 
to be answered briefly. To recognize edible or 
poisonous mushrooms (there are a good many 
varieties) you must know the distinguishing 
features of each. And that means some study. 
Most outdoor books about camp life have a 
chapter on mushrooms. 

You'll also find excellent guidance in Cir- 
cular No. 143, “Some Common Mushrooms and 
How to Know Them,” U.S. Dept. of Agri- 
culture. You can buy it for 20 cents (coin 
only) from the Superintendent of Documents, 
Washington 25, D. C.—M.H.D. 








she 
with 
was 
posi! 
scan 
can | 
he v 
Or 
nanr 
bedd 
basil 
wait 
clim 
a po 
the ¢ 
Th 
feet, 
my f 
ts 1 
obed 
Th 
Six f 
and 
consi 
and 
reac] 
Passe 


‘goa 











en. 
You 
ced. 
Vas 


ad- 
. of 
rin. 
t of 
the 


ted- 
hell 
but 
iree 
for 


Ben 
nal- 


Doc 


ran, 
ned. 
ra 
l, in 
had 
and 
2ach 
E END 


yater, 
until 


t the 
true 


about 
with 
over 
yarm. 
room 
; you 
>f in- 
in be 
your 
ng of 
bbing 


'dible 
— M. 


-klish 
yle or 
many 
shing 
study. 
ive a 


Cir- 
s and 
Agri- 
(coin 
nents, 







ay 


oe sal 


Dias ery 








KING OF THE CASTLE 


(continued from page 34) 


to approach the Black Hills goats. By 
climbing to a high ridge and scanning 
the lower ones you usually can spot 
several goats as they rest or feed on 
near-by shelves. 

These mountain goats, as most hunt- 
ers know, aren’t goats at all but ante- 
lopes. They’re white, with dark horns 
and hoofs, and are easy to see when the 
slopes are bare of snow. Their long 
hair, which sometimes is tinged with 
yellow, hangs around their knees like a 
ragged skirt. Both sexes have two sharp 
horns that are curved back slightly and 
are sufficiently vicious-looking to com- 
mand respect. The animals have humps 
on top of their front and hind quarters, 
and this makes a depression in their 
backs that looks like a saddle. 

It wasn’t long after Gage, Twist, and 
I climbed our first ridge that we spotted 
a single goat resting on an outcrop. 
While they took up positions above him 
I circled from below. He spied me, 
quickly got up from his bed, and started 
to climb. He walked right past Gage 
without batting an eye, then saw Twist 
and ran past him. 

Then Gage and Twist hiked to a jut- 
ting point opposite an old fellow on a 
granite peak and set up the cameras. I 
circled and started to climb. When the 
goat saw me he moved higher. Then he 
leaped to a rock shaped like a pedestal 
and perched on it as if he were a boy 
playing King of the Castle. Although 
we came a good bit closer he performed 
for quite a while before going on about 
his business. 

Next we spotted a nanny on a lower 
slope. She saw us too but apparently 
didn’t much mind, since all she did was 
stare at us and then look away. I went 
down to a point below the goat and got 
within thirty feet of her. She wouldn't 
budge. I moved closer and shoo-shooed 
her. Finally she started to climb, but 
stopped every now and again to nip at 
the kinnikinnick and moss. 

I began to drive her in earnest, but 
she gave way reluctantly. She was 
within 100 feet of Bob’s camera and I 
was trying hard to get her in the right 
position when she broke around me and 
scampered down the slope. But as you 
can see, Bob eventually got the pictures 
he was after. 

Once a companion and I located a 
nanny and her two-month-old_ kid, 
bedded down in a narrow pine-covered 
basin. While my photographer friend 
waited where they’d have to top out, I 
climbed down in a roundabout route to 
a point below the animals and began 
the drive. 

The old female jumped quickly to her 
feet, then started straight uphill toward 
my friend. The kid hid its head between 
its mother’s hind legs, and followed 
obediently. 

The pass at the ridge top was scarcely 
six feet wide. As the goats drew closer 
and closer my friend became acutely 
conscious of the female’s sharp horns, 
and suddenly he froze. He could have 
reached out and touched them as they 
Passed him in the gap—if he hadn’t had 
“goat fever.” THE END 
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Banish offensive odor of disposal units with amazing new product! 
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tate free and easy drainage. One treatment lasts months and months. 
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on a postcard for the actual ‘‘con- 
: ; vince yourself’’sample and com- 
plete details. @Discover this new, easy way to clean, deodorize and 
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trip more enjoyable! Shows 
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the insect problem. New 


Out of 





‘a aa) 

| bom a se 
. OUTDOOR LIFE, Dept. 153 
1 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 

Please rush FREE Trial copy of SPORTSMAN’S ARMS AND 

' AMMUNITION MANUAL, When it arrives, I'll deposit only 
§ $2.98 and postage with postman. If not completely de- 
a lighted, I may return book within 7 days for full refund. 
4 Send me De Luxe Edition, only 50c extra 
1 
BM wis ccscatessancacsasedciseauiasenuasagdunccaqanvens * 
a 
~ ADDRESS, 200. ccccoccccccccoccccccceoscvccces Bans -ceccccoee 
4 
MOMs. .cccnescaceeranchavatvesedad DAB iwideracasances 





to roast, broil or fry all 
types of fish and game, 
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Send only 35¢ for your copy today! Address 
Dept. 153. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
353 Fourth Ave. New York 10, N. Y. 








make every 
bullet count! 


Want to hit more bull’s eyes— 

ag more game? Get your 
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spent browsing through this amaz- 
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* 2to6 HP walking and 
riding machines * Over 
60 attachments avail- 
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HOW TO PICK A TRAILER 


ore and more men are using car 
M trailers to carry their small 

boats. And they’re graduating 
to better ones. A few years back, the 
homemade or converted trailer—often 
a dubious and clumsy affair—was quite 
the thing. There are still quite a few 
around, and some of them are quite 
good, but nowadays the trend is toward 
the well-designed outfit made especially 
for the job of carrying a boat. Indeed 
the good trailer does more than that; 
it’s designed to help the owner load and 
launch his craft with a minimum of 
trouble. 

The boat trailer is a boon for the 
man who lives some distance from a 
body of water, and for the one (very 
often a fisherman) who likes to move 
around and try a number of lakes and 
rivers. The trailer doesn’t seriously im- 
pede driving nor does it unduly increase 
gas consumption. That is, it doesn’t if 
you have the right boat on the right 
trailer. It’s a big if. 

First off, the boat must be suitable 
in size and construction for this cruise- 
and-carry sort of service. Second, the 
trailer must be designed to take such a 
boat. Third, to get maximum service, 
you should use any feature or extra that 
offers increased convenience, especially 
in loading and launching. 


f you're buying not only a trailer but 

a boat, too, getting a matched outfit 
should be no problem. Some boat manu- 
facturers supply trailers suitable for 
their craft. If one doesn’t, he’ll be ready 
to advise you where to buy a carrier. 
If you’re getting your boat through a 
dealer, he too should be able to help 
you out. Remember, though, that he 
may be the agent for only one brand of 
trailer, and thus push it for every kind 
of boat. If your craft is at all out of 
the ordinary, there’s a good chance that 
you can find a more suitable trailer 
than he’s offering. 

The first thing to do, though, is de- 
cide on the boat itself without letting 
worries about carrying it influence your 
choice. In other words, don’t buy one 
too small for your requirements merely 
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because it will be easier to pull around 
and unload. The load capacity of the 
boat and its seaworthiness should be 
your first consideration. Modern trail- 
ers are meant to handle craft that are 
heavier than usual. And if size and 
weight are at all within reason, you 
won’t run into too much physical effort. 

As I’ve said, the boat must be suit- 
able for in-and-out-of-water service. 
This is not a matter of size or shape 
but of construction; some craft dry out 
when they are out of water, their seams 
shrink, and they leak when put back in. 
So you must choose a type of construc- 
tion that is leakfree and won't other- 
wise suffer in this type of service. 

For the next point, weight should be 
within reason. Some types of construc- 
tion produce boats that are very light 
for their size; other types run reason- 


” i: — | 









ably light; still other types run heavy. 
The latter type of construction should 
be avoided, for you won’t want to tow 
and handle more weight than you need. 


Mr depends on the use you'll give 
your boat. A dealer I know ex- 
plains this to his customers by pointing 
out that trailer carrying can be classed 
as regular or occasional. Some men 
move their craft only a few times a 
year, with the boat otherwise remaining 
in water. Such occasional moving—or 
even more frequent moving in a cool 
climate—need not be hard on a boat, 
and almost any type will stand up to it. 

But regular transportation is some- 
thing else again. Then the boat is likely 
to be out of water more often than it’s 
in, possibly being kept on the trailer all 





















































“T ran out of gas!” 
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week and used on week-ends. (Being 
able to use a boat this way—free to fish 
or explore with it in any convenient 
waterway—is the major reason many 
a sportsman wants a trailer.) 

For this type of service any ordinary 
all-wood boat is pretty sure to be un- 
satisfactory. And while the better-built 
ones—lapstrake and strip-planked hulls, 
and ones with battened seams—seldom 
leak in occasional trailer use, they’re 
chancy for regular in-and-out-of water 
service. No doubt they’ll stay tight for 
a time but (and this is particularly true 
in warmer sections of the country) their 
leaking when launched will eventually 
become a nuisance. 

Drying out of the wood causes seams 
to open, and there is little you can do 
about it except leave the boat in water. 
If you persist in letting her dry out 
now and then, there will eventually be 
a general loosening of members and 
even of their fastenings. 

What you want is a seamless hull, 
at least one with a minimum of seams. 
It should be built of a material that 
will resist the hot sun and drying winds. 

Nowadays, fortunately, there is a 
wide choice of constructions that are 
well-nigh perfect in this respect. There 
are metal boats, principally of alumi- 
num and alloys; molded craft, such as 
Fiberglas boats and the modern molded- 
plywood hulls; canvas-covered craft; 
and those in which canvas or a plastic 
is an integral part of the hull. 

If you don’t care to spend the kind 
of money such boats cost, a panel-ply- 
wood will stand up quite well. However, 
for serious use don’t cut corners too 
much in cost. Buy from a reputable 
manufacturer if only to be sure that 
the boat’s few seams will have been 
made up properly. 





_ the constructions I’ve men- 
tioned you'll find a selection of craft 


in the speed range and hull design you | 


want. You'll also be able to find what- 


ever refinements you care to pay for. | 
Nor are inboard craft and small cruisers | 
excluded from carrier use. Open in- | 


boards suitable for trailer carrying are 
available in low-speed, utility models 
and in faster hulls. As to cruisers, 
there is a good choice among outboard- 
powered models. But the cruiser, be- 
cause of its bulk and weight, is not 
likely to be removed from water as 
frequently as the open models are. 

Quite often only a trailer is wanted; 
our man already has his boat. Here 
again the test must be applied of wheth- 
er the craft is suitable for cruise-and- 
carry service. If it is, he can easily 
find a suitable trailer; if it isn’t, he’d 
better do some thinking. 


The greatest demand today is for | 


trailers that will carry big outboard 
hulls, ones running from 14 to 18 ft. 
long. Tandem and four-wheel trailers 
are available for still larger craft, run- 
ning, say, up to 25 ft. and weighing as 


much as 5,000 lb. Apart from these | 


heavy-duty carriers, though, the typical 
modern trailer is a two-wheel job and 
1S invariably of bolted or welded steel 
construction. 

There is what might be called the 
Camping type; it has a boxlike body 


Metropolitan Miami Fishing Tournament 
records include tarpon to 160'; Ibs., snook to 34, 
barracuda to 29, cobia to 40...0m plugs! Fly casting and 
trolling records are equally spectacular. And Miami fishing 
is year ’round, for over 600 varieties! Come down and learn 
for yourself why Miami is acknowledged the World’s Fishing 
Capital. Send coupon for free illustrated color booklet cover- 
ing light tackle casting, ocean trolling, reef, bay and stream 
fishing — techniques, facilities, accommodations, costs. 


Dept. of Publicity, Literature Sec., 320 N.E. 5th St., Miami 32, Fla. | 
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e @ Aluma Craft's scientific design gives you 
Twice the speed, comfort and stability. Owning an 
Aiuma Craft is all fun. The light, strong alu- 
minum alloy hull cannot rust, rot or dry out 
STR £ % GTH and leak...never needs scrap- 
ing, caulking and painting. 
Choose your Aluma Craft now 
tla if the for early delivery. 
See your Aluma Craft dealer or write 
W £ i G os T Dept. | for colorful 1953 catalog. 
ALUMA CRAFT BOAT co. 
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TRAILORBOAT — END BOAT UPKEEP! 
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monent Non- Rotting, Lightweight, All 
Weather Surface in 4 hours. 


Tough aluminum alloy. Hole-proof. No corrosion. 
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| struction. No upkeep. Stands hard usage under all COMBAT AIRPLANES, AUTO RACER BODIES. 
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NOw STARCRAFT adds lightweight 
aluminum to its fleet of magnesium, 
stainless and galvanized boats. You'll 
find just the one you need for fishing or 
cruising. New wider models, sleek de- 
signs, many weights and sizes. They’re 
famous for safety and stability ... built 
to last with little mainte- 
nance. Buy Starcraft 


now for years of 
enjoyment, 
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NOW YOU CAN AFFORD 
THE FINEST 
IN SMALL BOAT TRAILERS 


@ Tee-Nee Boat Trailer deluxe models have 
long been recognized as the ultimate in 
both performance and appearance. Now, 
a newly designed Tee-Nee model in the 
lowest price range makes Tee-Nee ownership 
practical for all. No matter how high or 
low priced your: boat . . . whether you use 
it regularly or infrequently . . . there is 
now a Tee-Nee Trailer that exactly fits your 
needs. Let this famous name in boat trailers 
add the most to your boating pleasure. Just 
inspect the Tee-Nee before you buy. Write 
for free literature. 


FROM $89.95 TO $335.00 
TEE-NEE BUILDS ONE THING— MODFL 08-4 
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You can have a strong, fully guaranteed Roberts 
Kit-Craft Boat and save 50% by assembling it 
yourself, Finest marine materials . . . all brass 
screws... no “throw-away”’ jig required. All 
parts prefabricated! 


14 MODELS °¢ 8 to 18’ * FROM $39 


Prams—Car Tops—Skiffs—Rowboats—Crvisers 
Sailing Prams—Speed Hulls—Runabouts 


Send for big full color catalog .. « 25¢ 


ROBERTS INDUSTRIES, INC. 
3110 North Main St., Branford, Conn. 


ROBERTS-ROSS INDUSTRIES, LTD., 


Orillia, Ontario, Canada 















;.| straps keeping it in place. 


| upon which the boat is carried bottom 


up. But on the true small-boat trailer, 
the craft rides right side up to make 
loading and launching simpler, and to 
permit proper support in transit. Gen- 
erally the craft is mounted on padded 
chocks, with well-anchored hold-down 
In some 
cases, though, it is suspended in heavy 
webbing straps leading from corner up- 
rights. And in the newer overhead- 
suspension trailer, the boat is swung 
freely beneath a framework. 

Any trailer that has been specially 
designed for boats and is not merely an 
adaptation of an ordinary, utility-type 
carrier can be depended upon to balance 
well and tow true when carrying a boat 
within its capacity. Gradual develop- 
ment has eliminated old faults and in- 
corporated improvements until today’s 
boat trailer is a perfect machine for its 
job. 

Some carriers, particularly those for 
smaller boats, are, of course, built to 
meet price competition. The more you 
pay, especially if you have a medium- 
to-large boat, the more you'll get, not 
only in basic quality but in features 
that make for convenience in loading 
and launching. 

Typical of modern design is the over- 
head-suspension trailer. Actually, it’s 
as much a loader and launcher as it is 
a carrier. A model to take boats up to 
16 ft. in length and 64 in. in beam will 
weigh around 175 lb. and cost less than 
$200. To adapt the boat to it, two small 


| permanent brackets are installed inside 


the hull beneath the gunwales, where 





they are out of the way, and a small, 
ringlike fitting fastened to the stem 
| head. The suspension unit has adjust- 
/able arms that engage the gunwale 
| fittings; its upper part, suspended from 
|the framework, is sprung to cushion 
| the boat against road shocks. An ad- 
justable hanger on the framework en- 
gages the forward fitting and suspends 
| the boat well off the road. 





| 
1 pee is merely a matter of roll- 

ing the loaded trailer to the water’s 
| edge and releasing the bow hanger; the 
| front end of the trailer then practically 
raises itself, lowering the boat into the 
water and letting it float free after 
you've released the after hitch. 

The procedure is reversed in loading; 
| then the leverage exerted when you pull 
|down on the raised front end of the 
| trailer lifts the boat out of the water, 
| when its bow may be locked in place. 
| Then you’re ready to drive home. 
| In the more usual type of trailer, 
| where the boat is carried over the axle, 
good springing and proper cradling 
cushion the hull. You can get overload 
springs and even those of the hydraulic 
type, if you wish. Modern methods of 
hull support avert strain on its weak 
points. In some makes, the entire keel 

rests in a sort of trough. 

Features that facilitate loading and 
launching may be standard in a carrier 
or come as “extras.’’ For example, a 
roller fitting may be attached to the 
rear end to carry and guide the keel in 
loading or unloading. Or there may be 
a small hand winch at the front end for 
hauling the boat onto the carrier. One 
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model has brackets so that a pair of 
catwalks may be fitted; they’re handy 
to stand upon in guiding a partially 
floating boat onto the trailer. 


typical heavy-duty trailer of the 

cradle type, in a size to take large: 
outboard hulls that are becoming so 
popular, weighs around 275 lb. and costs 
in the neighborhood of $175. Somewhat 
lighter carriers of this general type sell 
for as low as $80. Generally speaking 
the carrying capacity, in pounds, of any 
modern trailer is high enough to make 
a modern-construction hull an easy 
load. So it’s your boat’s size—length, 
beam, depth—that you should keep in 
mind in deciding upon the size of the 
trailer. 

Among the accessories, a good hitch 
is a must. The bumper type, usually a 
clamp that goes onto the car’s rear 
bumper, is low-priced—around $5—and 
easiest to install. However, it shouldn't 
be trusted to draw loads of more than 
500 lb.; nor is it advisable on long trips. 
For that work, a heavy-duty or coupler 
type, costing around $10, should be 
used. It anchors to the car frame and 
will take any load that you're likely to 
tow. In addition, safety chains should 
be used, with enough slack in them that 
they won’t break on sharp turns. A 
winch costs around $12. A two-way 
tail-clearance light may or may not be 
included in the carrier you buy; often, 
price competition dictates what equip- 
ment goes with the trailer. 

Special frames are available for sail- 
boats, but you’ll have to work out the 
chock arrangement to suit your hull. 

If you want to move the loaded trailer 
around when it’s free of the car, yov 
can get a caster wheel for its forwarg 
end, or a two-wheel dolly that takes 
the trailer hitch. 

Before making a final selection of a 
trailer, consult state laws governing its 
use. Some states merely require license 
registration, others have laws covering 
the car’s brake performance and equip- 
ment, such as safety chains, approved 
lights, etc. 

With a proper outfit you shouldn't 
have any serious road problems. On 
long trips where you’ve normally aver- 
aged, say, 40 miles an hour you may be 
cut to 35. Your gas expense will be 
increased somewhat, perhaps 5 percent. 

Your main problem will be getting 
accustomed to driving with a loaded 
trailer astern, but that’s chiefly a mat- 
ter of making allowance for its being 
there. In taking corners you'll learn 
to swing a little wider than you've been 
in the habit of doing. And you must 
remember that you’re now taking up 
about twice the road space you'd nor- 
mally require, and that your car’s ac- 
celeration is affected in proportion to 
the weight behind you. So don't try 
to pass a car until you’re certain you 
can safely do so, which means having 
at least three times the opening nor- 
mally needed. Ascending a steep hill 
may call for a shift of gears. 

Certainly your car’s brakes must be 
right. A tandem-type trailer usually 


has its own braking system, but ordi- 
narily a car’s brakes must control both 
units. 
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a safe distance from other cars. And 
if your outfit is a heavy one take it 
easy going down hills. 

The problem of backing up can be 
compromised for a while if you park in 
spots you can drive directly into. But 
you will have to back toward the water 
so you can launch the boat. Until you’ve 
got onto the knack of doing it, practice 
in some deserted spot where you can't 
harm anything. Probably you'll be sur- 
prised how easily a boat trailer handles 
in such backing—-much more easily 
than the utility-type trailer. 

Naturally your new trailer will have 
good tires. Keep them that way. 

And don’t, under any circumstances, 
carry heavy objects in the boat while 
it’s on the trailer. Don’t even leave 
the motor mounted on its stern. I know 
that many owners do this; I also know 
that a motor so carried can warp a 
hook into the boat’s bottom, and thus 
slow it down. And even with the so- 
called one-piece hulls there is likely to 
be a seam about the transom that will 
be affected. Still another thing: the 
designer of the trailer didn’t anticipate 
that you’d carry a motor on the boat; 
if you do so you may throw the outfit 
out of balance. Then it won’t tow as 
well as it might. Stow only cushions 
and light gear; carry such things as 
motor and anchor in your car. 

Neither loading nor launching need 
be a difficult job. Much will depend, of 


course, on the bulk and weight of the | 


boat, and whether you have assistance. 
As I’ve said, some trailers are designed 
to make this work quite easy, and for 
the others you can get special equip- 
ment. 
Naturally you'll try to avoid launch- 


bog down. Look for a smooth approach 
to a shelving beach, with the ground 
firm enough to permit you to back the 
trailer far enough into the water so the 
boat can be floated off it. There will be 
times, though, when you won’t be able 
to get your car near the water’s edge. 
Then you must unhitch and roll the 
trailer by hand. That’s when a caster 
wheel or dolly will be appreciated for 
the hitch end. Or even a skid fitting, 
such as that attached beneath the 
tongue on some trailers. 

Sometimes an extra hitch is attached 
to the car’s front bumper, so that the 
driver can see what he is doing when 
maneuvering the trailer toward water 
in close quarters. 

No owner ever went wrong carrying 
a 100-ft. length of stout line—even a 
block and tackle—for emergencies. A 
line from the loaded trailer out to a car 
on firm ground has pulled many a 
bogged-down outfit clear. And you may 
find the block and tackle handy for 
easing the loaded carrier down a steep 
bank into water, and getting it out 
again.—_J. A. Emmett. 





ONE FOR THE LOG 


(continued from page 31) 


urged, as we scrambled along the 
rocky, lava-strewn bank at the gorge 
bottom. ‘I’m telling you, the big boys 
are here. But they won’t rise for ordi- 
nary fishermen. They’re lazy and heavy. 
You gotta go down for ’em.” 

Half a mile below, in a dinky pothole 
along the bank, my chubby partner, 
still merry as a meadowlark, cast into 
the churning backwash. His big live 
trout fly disappeared, but didn’t drift a 
yard, till sock! 

Two minutes later J. B. netted a 
beautiful 1%4-pounder. He grinned 
widely and his eyes sparkled. “Now, my 
friend, is the time!” 

“Time ?” 

“To go to the log.” 

Reeling in, he struck off as though 
he’d been shot with a carpet tack, and 
pulled up short near a great uprooted 
pine tree that had floated downstream 
with high water. Two feet thick at the 
butt, its long branches stuck out like 
appealing arms. Four feet of white, gy- 
rating water from upstream tried to 
move it, and the wash below was seeth- 
ing and agitated for fifty yards. The big 
tree was half submerged, its roots with- 
in casting distance of a deep, narrow 
channel that swept along through the 
Stream’s tortured middle. 

At first glance, it didn’t seem possible 
that one could get out upon the trunk. 
Certainly it had been too treacherous- 
looking for the dozens of other anglers 
Who’d passed it. And one simply 





couldn’t reach the stretch of choice wa- 
ter from either bank. 

With a wading staff, J. B. plunged in. 
Precariously—up to his armpits in 
churning water—he picked his way 
downward till he was against the tree, 
then clambered upon it. Threading his 
way to the upreared roots, he winked. 
“Watch this,”’ he said. 


ing places where your outfit is likely to | 





In a great symphony of movement, | 


he cast the big trout fly, and it was car- 
ried out fifty feet by the weight of one 
tiny shot sinker. White water swal- 


lowed the insect, and the fast current | 
swept it along. Suddenly the rod bent | 


and J. B. reared back, yelling like an In- 
dian. Sixty yards below, the white water 
shot a buckling, silvery form skyward. 
Three pounds of cold-water rainbow 
trout! 

In such a situation, the odds are all 
with the trout. The stream was literally 
strewn with black lava rocks, white wa- 
ter lashing their wet, upreared snouts. 
Even in milder water it’s something to 
land a three-pound rainbow at the end 
of six-pound-test spinning tackle. In 
stuff like this it’s miraculous. 





But J. B. hadn’t got his reputation as 


an angler by accident. He held on, let 


the wet nylon smoke through his fin- | 
gers, and picked his way back along the | 


tree trunk. When, after five minutes, he 
reached the bank, the great trout was 
still on, though a hundred feet down- 
stream. 


Later, after I’d swallowed my heart a | 


dozen times, I watched him lift twenty 
inches of whipped dynamite onto the 
grass. 

J. B.’s grin was in his ears. ‘‘They’re 


| 
} 





1953 BOAT KITS BY 


U-MAK-IT 


50 Wodels 8 TO 23 FEET 


21 FT. OUTBOARD AND 
INBOARD CABIN CRUISERS 


Roomy cabin sleeps 2. Includes full size 
toilet room, galley, sink & ice chest. 
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18 FT. OUTBOARD AND 






INBOARD CABIN CRUISERS 


Fast Vee bottom hull, speeds up to 25 
M.P.H. Accommodations for 2. 


, 


ROWBOATS OUTBOARDS INBOARDS 


8 to 14 Ft, 12 to 21 Ft. 16 to 23 Ft. 





48 PAGES, shows con- 
struction details. Incl 
everything to build your 
own —hardware, engines. 
conversions, paint & color 
chart. 


SEND 35¢ COIN TODAY 
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Protect your boat with Fiberglas. Makes new & used 
boats permanently water 
tight. Lengthens lifetime, 
strengthens construction, 
increases value & safety. 
SEND 10¢ postage for 

interesting booklet with 

detailed instructions. 
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AMERICA’S. = , 
TOP “SPORTSMAN” Ideal for the family 


—yet its light weight makes for easy 
handling as a fishing and hunting craft— 
Made in 3 Models. 


LINE 
OF 
\ WELDED \ “*FISHERMAN” An ideal shallow- 


draft boat, built especially for fishing — 


‘ Light, properly shaped for easy car- 

gone reo handling—Made in 6 Models. 
\ SPORTS 

\ ‘‘FLORIDA FISHERMAN” 

AND Metal construction, pointed 

bow, adds maneuverability 

Dura-Craft FISH- > through under-brush and 

challenges all is obstacles—Origi- 

others for de- ING nally built for use 


sign, performance, in Florida, now a 


safety and durability. CRAFT favorite everywhere. 
WARD -" WRITE TODAY 

BROS. MFG. CO. ¢ FOR NEW 

Monticello, Arkansas COLOR FOLDER 
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JOIN THE FUN—SAVE 50%, 





PACKAGED © 
BOATKITS © 
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OUTBOARD CRUISERS Pp World's finest, most complete 
m $349.50 
line! 27 new models: Dinghies, 
Skiffs, Racers, Runabouts, Out- 
boards, Cruisers. Tops in design, 
styling, construction. Exclusive 
features for easier, more rapid 
assembly. Philippine Mahogany 
pre-assembled frames, brass 
screws. Easyto followinstructions, 





FISHING SKIFFS 
$63.50 


from 
















PAGES. 
illustrated including 
tions, performance data plus 
complete line of marine hard- 
ware and paints. 


All 27 models fully 


SEA- GOING SEMES 
from $168 





Over 100 Modern plans and full size 
patterns. Racing classes, cruisers, 
inboards, outboards, sail boats. By 
famous designers. 6’ to 30’. DESIGN 
CATALOG 35¢. Design Catalog plus 
boat building handbook send $1.00. 


CUSTOM-CRAFT (DEPT. G ) BUFFALO 7, N.Y. 





AND FULL-SIZE 
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Canoes 





BOATS 
with Full Length Spray Rails 


Keep passengers perfectly 
dry—even at high speeds, 
Catalog also shows two new 
models of ‘*Take-Along”’ 
boats. Two big factories save 
you freight. 
CATALOG FREE 
Write for your copy. State 
kind of boat in which you are 
interested. 
se tOMPSON BROS. 
(ie Write to ) 
PESHTICO, Wis. either place 








Rowboat 





Outboards 
Light Boat for Auto 
BOAT MFG. CoO. (166) 


118 Eim St. 
CORTLAND, N. Y. 
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BOATING PLEASURE 
AT ITS BEST! 


To own a ‘Wolverine’ outboard 
means the most boating fun you've ever experi- 
enced—designed for top speeds— maneuverability 
and low upkeep cost, On display at’ the New York 
and Chicago National Boat Shows. 
Write for free literature 

WAGEMAKER COMPANY 
DEPT. 21 RAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN 
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CARBURETOR T00 RICH 


hg MOTORIST TOO POOR 


Car owners who are wasting money, getting 
poor gas mileage from over-rich mixtures, 


Ri ha, Hn, TB, Bi, TR, ly, i, RS, SD a a a 
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will be pleased to learn how to save gas 
m VACU- “MATING OVER-RICH MIXTURES. 
Vacu-matic fits all cars, trucks, tractors, 


operates on supercharge 
principle. Installed in a few minutes. 


SALESMEN WANTED! Big Profits 


For FREE particulars, how you can install on your own 
car for introducing, send name, address on postcard to 
VACU-MATIC, 7617-1977 W. State St., Wauwatosa, Wis. 
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specificas | 


o 
S picked from the bank willows, I went 


gonna bite. Go out there on the tree and 
take one.” 

“Nope, it’s your pet hole. Two bits 
you can’t repeat.” 

So back again he went, picking his 
way gingerly through the branches. 
Three casts, and he was again fast to 
eighteen inches of wet, silvery anima- 
tion that alternated between boring con- 
vulsive holes in the river bottom and 
taking to the air. Ten minutes to beach 
that one. 


Then J. B. offered again: ‘“O.K., it’s 
your turn.” 
“Go ahead. I don’t want to spoil an- 


| other man’s fishing hole.” 


p> SEND 25¢ for CATALOG. 28 | 


| 


|get a 


| 





Back again he went and took a third 
rainbow. All in less than five minutes. 
With that one landed, he reeled in with 
finality. ‘‘Now walk that log—or get 
thrown bodily into the river.” 


threading on a fresh trout fly 
out along the fallen log. No, I didn’t 
do so well as J. B. had done. I didn’t 
strike the first cast; it was 
the second. Two pounds of scrappy 
rainbow had the fly like a thunderbolt. 
And for ten minutes my concern was 
divided between losing that slashing, 
line-taking demon, and being jerked 
into four feet of icy white water. 

As I lifted that one out, J. B. said, “I 
feel certain now that they'll bite.” 

“With your limit already caught, I 
can see why.” 

“Come with me. I’ll show you some- 
thing.” Leading the way back to pre- 
cisely where we'd first waded in, he 
nodded toward the white backwashes 
and said, “Now you'll really get some 
fishing.” 

I couldn’t help protesting. “Why, nine 
hundred anglers have been beating this 
water all morning. And both of us fished 
it for an hour. For two eleven-inchers.”’ 

“Just cast in,” J. B. insisted. 

So I cast. And cast... and cast. I 
didn’t get a strike. 

“Funny,” J. B. said, and stripped out 
line, casting into the same backwash 
I’d been fishing. And so help me, at the 
second cast his line tightened, his rod 
bowed, and he was fast to a 112-pound- 
er. This one he played carefully and 
turned loose, since he had his limit. 
Then he reeled in again. “You gotta go 


| deep,” he explained, “Let it dingle along 
|the bottom, and keep expecting a 
strike.” 


So I tried some more. In fact, I kept 
at it for two solid hours, and got only 
a couple of mild strikes, with nothing 


| hooked. He said it was to show me how; 


but it was just to rub it in. Each stretch 
of good water I’d cover without doing 
any good, J. B. would follow me, casting 
as though it was a nuisance and a both- 
er. And in that two hours he caught and 
turned loose seven of those whopping 
rainbows! 

That was the last straw. For decades, 
I’d taken trout in any manner you could 
name. From garden hackle to dry fly; 
from nymph to trolling; and from wet 
flies back to bait. Why, twice I’d won 
prizes in national fishing contests with 
rainbows from this same area. Another 
of mine had copped bundles of prizes in 
a local contest only the season before. 














Most embarrassing was the fact that 
in my bailiwick, I’d become known as 
an exponent of fishing with live trout 
flies. But it’s true my technique was de. 
veloped for late in the season. Then, 
when the big stone flies which we called 
trout flies emerged in a heavy hatch, 
the lunker rainbows literally gorged. 

You could pluck a fly from the bushes, 
toss it into the current, and watch it 
flutter away downstream—until the 
surface opened with an audible gulp, 
and the insect went down the maw of a 
two, three, or four-pound trout. Taking 
the hint, you’d pluck another insect, 
thread a_No. 8 dry-fly hook through its 
collar button, float it over the same 
spot, then suddenly have your heart 
stopped and your hands full. 

But the spring type of insect fishing 
was different, I was to learn in two ag- 
gravating hours. And how different! 
The big stone flies had just started to 
hatch along the river. Only a few were 
in the water, and the big rainbows 
hadn’t begun to feed on them in earnest. 
In the colored water of early season, 
they wouldn’t rise to the naturals. This 
had caused J. B. to call them lazy, pre- 
dicting that the trout wouldn’t hit, even 
when fished deep, until nearly noon, 
when all the other fishermen had gone. 

The very nature of the water multi- 
plied the difficulties immensely, and cre- 
ated a tricky technique. The river in the 
gorge could not be successfully waded. 
The choice spots, where the big’ stuff 
lay, usually were too far out midstream 
to reach by flycasting. Further, the agi- 
tated backwashes behind the big’ sub- 
merged boulders were just minute pock- 
ets, some a yard or so in length. But 
they were deep and the current was 
fast. A heavy fish scarcely had time to 
rise from the bottom and catch a fly, 
if it rode the surface, before it passed 


over. 

B.’s technique, which so far had 
J. baffied me, was to get a live trout fly 
into a likely pothole, let it traverse the 
bottom, then retrieve it before getting 
snagged up. To do this, often at spots 
sixty or seventy feet out and in white 
water, called for bullseye angling of the 
finest order. If you missed by a foot in 
any direction, you’d be convinced that 
no fish inhabited the river. 

From previous trial and error, J. B 
had settled on a spinning rig as the 
ideal outfit. A shot sinker two feet 
ahead of the live fly would do two 
things: carry the lure far out and 
fished right, make the fly traverse the 
bottom. 

Two hours of trying that without re- 
sult (and with J. B. following right be- 
hind and taking fish), was too much 
for me. I reeled in. “J. B.,” I confessed, 
“I’m licked. If I could only have taken 
one this afternoon—to maintain Mm) 
amateur standing.” 

“You try too hard,” 
it lazylike.”’ 

We were at a bend and standing 0 
the riverbank, Not twenty feet out was 
another fast backwash, like a dozel 
others we'd fished. In fact, we’d fished 
this same dinky pothole earlier, both 
going and coming along the stream. 
Listlessly, disgustedly, I shot the fly 
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out to a spot of water boiling behind the 
pig black rock. “Like this, huh?’ I 
mumbled. 

The cast, naturally, was sloppy—in 
fact, the fly hit the rock and slid off 
into the flying spray below. Letting the 
hook settle until I might snag up on a 
rock (aS an excuse to break off the 
hook and leave), I fed slack line and 
waited. 

Suddenly, sock! 

The rod almost jerked from my hand. 
Something more powerful than we'd 
hooked all day took off in a _ burst. 
Twenty feet down the cascade, I got 
one glimpse of the fish as he broke 
water. There, standing on air, with the 
sun glistening on his silvery scales, was 
a dream trout. 

I gasped something incoherent about 
never landing him. But J. B. was ju- 
dicial. ‘You,’ he pronounced, ‘have 
discovered the technique!” 

For minutes there was the heart- 
stopping fight, the floundering down- 
stream to keep the great trout from 
breaking off, and the untangling of the 
net. Somehow the slender threadline 
held, and minutes later it was over. 
When I lifted that wonderful rainbow, 
long as your arm, from the opaque 
water, J. B., who never gets excited, 
gasped: ‘“Two limits in the same fish! 
And me trying to show you how to do 
x” THE END 


Repainting Outboard Motor 


/hen you are ready to treat your 
motor to a new coat of paint, be 
careful to use a grade of paint proper 
for the job. Your best bet is to get this 
from the dealer who sold you the motor. 
He may also be able to supply you with 
two suitable decals for a “looks-like- 
new” job. To be sure the new paint 
doesn’t flake in spots, remove every bit 
of grease and oil from parts to be 
painted. Use a good solvent for this and 
be careful to get into corners and hid- 
den areas. Sandpaper any corroded 
places and spot-paint these before ap- 
plying the final coat.—J.A.E. 


Boat Measurement 


f you don’t want to lose half a foot 
of boat, check on the method of 
measuring the boats you are comparing 


before you buy. Some manufacturers 
use an overall length figure that is 


Measured in a straight line from the 
top of the transom to the tip of the 
stem. Others use a gunwale measure- 
ment, or the distance along one side. 
Even though two boats are classed as 
14-ft., therefore, one may be less boat 
value than the other. J.A.E. 


Motor-Fuel Evaporation 


pe starting and faulty running in 
a motor are often due to fuel evap- 
oration. The gas in the mixture evapo- 
rates, leaving the fuel so rich in oil that 
ut carbons up the motor. Be sure, there- 
‘ore, that the tank’s vent is closed when 
the motor is not running, and that the 
fuel can’s cap is not loose.—J.A.E. 


safety .. 


for every purse and purpose . 
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stability . . light weight . 
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dato} Mie Ml Molal- MS (o]d Mm Mo llel iigelaihi-> quality-built aluminum models to 


choose from including a new 21-ft. aluminum outboard cabin 
cruiser and two handsome new Fiberglas models. A model 
built by America’s 


largest manufacturer of aluminun 


boats 








Exclusive oak laminated ~ 
construction ... gives 


eg strongest boat hull (mw ) 
. afloat..makes boat \—~ 
— easier to build 


22 MODELS A BOAT FOR EVERY Neco ad 
| NEW 40-PAGE CATALOG. 
Full line of Ozarka Boat Kits ©. 
and accessories. Page after 
page of wonderful kits. 
Send 25c for catalog 





OZARKA, INC. 513 Borden, Woodstock, Wlineis | 











Want to make every bullet 
count? Bag your limit every 
time out? Earn friends’ admira- 
tion for expert gunning skill— 
authoritative arms and ammo 
“know-how'’? Get yourself a 
copy of Jack O’Connor’s 
SPORTSMAN’S ARMS AND 
i AMMUNITION MANUAL— 

just out! Learn more about 

rifles, shotguns, cartridges, shot 


, and shell, scopes, sights, and 
f hunting EVERY KIND OF 
GAME, than most men could 

hope to know in a lifetime of 
hunting! OUR GUARANTEE: 
If you can bear to part with 
this priceless handbook after 
week’s FREE Trial, return it 
and your money will be cheer. 
fully refunded, Only a few left! 


Rush $2.98 to OUTDOOR LIFE, Dept. 153-A 
353 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 








256 Pages! 
160 Pictures! 
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SEA SHELL 
KIT BOAT 





only $39 ey 
~ m* . 
You'd expect to pay twice $39 for a rugged yet 
light (65 lb.) boat like the SEA SHELL. Ideal 
for duck-hunters, fishermen, all-round use. 


FUN TO ASSEMBLE FROM KIT 
You put the SEA SHELL together in a few 
pleasant evenings—and save money. Kit includes 
pre-cut marine plywood and wood parts, brass 
screws, seam compound, full instructions. Easy 
to assemble—only ordinary hand tools needed. 
Beam 4 ft., depth 16 ins. More than 32,000 in 
use. Fully guaranteed. Additional kit available to 
convert SEA SHELL into a lively performing 
sailboat. 

Free booklet; or send $39 and Sea Shell kit will 
be shipped immediately, freight collect. 


Sea Shells of Branford In Canada 
7110 N. Main Street Roberts-Ress, Ltd. 
Branford, Conn. Orillia, Ontario 
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Low Cost...ALUMINUM 


Starlite Aluminum! ... **makes a 
wonderful new boat.’? Unusual design and 
construction assure outstanding lightness, 
maneuverability and speed . . . yet allows 
amazingly low price. Aluminum hull has 
great strength, increased safety. Full-length 
spray rails add stability. Simple to lift and 
earry. No maintenance. Three sizes. 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


Aluminum, Stainless 
and Galvanized Steel 


Dept. CC-1 Goshen, Ind. 


| Quality War Ne Substitute 


19453 Models Now Available 
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more freeboard—stainless 
performance unexcelled. 


Flatter bottom 

steel construction 
12-14-16 ft. lengths. 
REGAL PRODUCTS, LTD. Adams, Wisconsin 
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PILES 


If you suffer the miseries of itching, 
bleeding or protruding piles, read 
this report from Mr. John D. Bushee: 
: “J will never forget 
the Page Company as 
long as I live. I am 
58 years old this year. 
Good luck to every- 
body that uses Page 
Palliative Prepara- 
tions.” John D. Bushee, 
DE YOU may have a generous 
FRE supply of Page’s Palliative 
Pile Preparations absolutely free. 
Send your name and address for your 
free supply TODAY. 
E. R. PAGE CO., Dept. 5K2, Marshall, Mich. 













BEER eee 
32-PAGE CATALOG 
of Outdoor Equipment 
Featuring Famous 
RAINIER DOWN JACKETS 
Finest in the world 
IMPORTED SKI EQUIPMENT, etc. 
Send card to 


GENE WALBY 208 Seneca St., Seattle 1, Wash. Dept. 7 
2 oe Oe OS Oe Oe ee GE oe Se 


OWN a Business 












ve) V, 
C Wy . 

. “~Z Clean and Mothproof rugs and up- 
holstery ‘‘in the home.’’ Patented 
equipment, No shop needed Dura 
clean dealer's gross profits up to $15 
a day on EACH serviceman These 
Nationally Advertised services create 


repeat customers, Easy to learn. Quick- 
ly established. Easy terms. Send to- 
day for FREE Booklet—Full details 


DURACLEAN (CO., 3-951 Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, Ill. 





LEATHERCRAFT...The Hobby for Men 


Use vour lefsure time profitably with our READY-CUT 
Leathercraft kits. Make Billfolds, Belts, Knife Sheaths, 
Gloves, Moccasins, Axe Sheaths, Key Cases, Riding Crops, 
other attractive leather items. No experience or tools 
needed. Complete instructions included. Also, a com- 
plete and varied stock of tooling leathers, tools, supplies 
for advanced hobbyists and professional leatherworkers. 
SEND 10c TODAY for big illustrated catalog. 

J.C. LARSON CO., 820 So. Tripp Avenue 
DEPT. 2148 e CHICAGO 24,ILLINOIS 
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RELIEF...OR YOUR MONEY BACK 
Simple, easy to wear truss 
made by old surgical house. 
gy You risk nothing. Write for 
free booklet. Don’t delay. 
WEB TRUSS CO. Dept. OL-1, Hagerstown, Md. 





Model Railroading is Fun! 


Read about it in picture- 
packed Model Railroader 
magazine. Special Offer! 
Send $1 ($1.75 value) for 
special 3-month  subscrip- 
tion plus new 64-page ‘‘In-' 
troduction to Scale Model 
Railroading.”” Limited. Act 
today! 

Mode! Rallroader, Dept. 3573, Milwaukee 3, Wis. 
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EVERY MAN HIS OWN COOK 


WITH Ka mp-Pack 


Delicious hot meals filled with en- 
ergy, easy to prepare in minutes, air- 
tight, and waterproof foil envelopes, 
compact, lightweight, easy to carry, 
nothing to add but water. 12 full 
meals only $9.00. 
ASK YOUR SPORTS STORE, or 
WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET 


Bernard Food Industries, Inc. 
2 Plants to Serve You 


P.O. Box 487, San Jose, Calif. 
559 W. Fulton, Chicago 6, Ill. 
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SPECKS BEFORE MY EYES 


(continued from page 51) 


what its-shape is. Paved roads lead 
right to that turnoff from practically 
every part of the United States.) 

We turned into a barely discernible 
sandy track, and from there on the go- 
ing got tough. Pine and cypress 
branches raised goose pimples on my 
hide as they grated along the car’s 
sides, and I began to understand Jes- 
sie’s “hit do seem a shame.”’ But who- 
ever let a car’s finish stand between him 
and real fishing? 

After five miles of this hideous going, 
Jessie announced “We're heah.” ‘‘Heah” 
was a small clearing in the woods, and 
I couldn’t even smell salt water. ‘Jes- 
sie,” I asked, ‘“‘are we going fishing or 
squirrel hunting? Remember that 
you’ve made me ruin a hundred-dollar 
paint job. If this is some sort of joke 
I’m likely to kill you with a dull wood 
rasp.” 

Jessie grinned. 
a swivet,” he said placidly. 
I say do. Come on.” 

After 300 yards the woods ended, and 
we stood on the banks of a tidal creek 
narrow enough for a big midget to 
throw a small anvil across. Its cypress- 
stained waters looked deep, but it 
seemed too dog-gone small to augur 
much in the way of big specks. Then I 
remembered those narrow canals bor- 
dering the road down in_ western 
Florida, canals by no means strangers 
to sixty-pound tarpon and _ twenty- 
pound snook, and my _ anticipation 
bounced up again. 

Jessie headed upstream, and we 
rounded a bend to find a long, dog-leg 
hole, deep water that could have har- 
bored anything up to and including the 
Loch Ness monster. Its banks were 
free of brush, and the deep water ran 
right up to the shoreline. Man, it looked 
fishy! 

I don’t know why it is that surprise 
waters hold such an allure for fisher- 
men, but they do. My hands were shak- 
ing as I set up my pet brass rod and 
threaded line through the guides. 

Jessie didn’t waste any time. With a 
dip net he fished a bucking shrimp from 
the milk can, broke off its horn, and 
hooked it carefully behind the head 
shell. He tossed the lively bait to mid- 
pool at the lower end, and the gentle 
incoming tide drifted it slowly up the 
pool’s length. I was in a hurry myself, 
but I paused to watch the floating cork 
as it jerked and bobbed along, proving 
that the shrimp was enticingly active. 

Jessie catfooted along the bank, stay- 
ing abreast of the cork. It hadn’t cov- 
ered half the length of the pool when 
he got action. The cork stopped, then 
started moving against the tide. After 
two feet it went under, and Jessie 
tensed as he lowered the pole’s tip to 
give plenty of slack. I could have 
counted to twenty before he gently 
raised the pole until the line grew taut, 
then set the hook with a smooth but 
powerful heave. 

I wasn’t expecting. what happened, 
but Jessie took it in his stride. An 
eight-inch largemouth bass, the ‘green 
trout” of the deep South, came flying 


“Don’t git yourself in 
“Do what 





through the air. I’ll give Jessie credit; 
he didn’t even cuss as he wet his hands, 
carefully unhooked the youngster, and 
returned it to the water. His only com- 
ment was: “That scudder must be all 
belly. He ain’t scarcely bigger’n my 
shrimp was.” 

I patterned my fly-rod set-up after 
the rig Jessie was using. It’s no time to 
go purist when your fishing partner has 
proved that unorthodox tackle takes the 
fish. I put on a shrimp and strip-cast 
to the pool’s lower end. Action hit me 
almost immediately, but it was disap- 
pointing. My cork began to describe 
erratic circles, bobbing and dipping but 
never going under. I didn’t know what 
to do, so did nothing. I didn’t see Jessie 
standing behind me until he said, ‘‘Dog- 
gone little mangrove snapper. The durn 
things’ll pester the life out of you in 
heah sometimes.” I reeled in and lifted 
the rod, to find only the shrimp’s head 
on the hook. 

My next dozen drifts were carbon 
copies of the first, and I saw why Jessie 
had insisted on plenty of shrimp. Little 
snappers and baby bass were thicker 
than sandflies in August, and they were 
all hungry. I was getting tired of 
serving as a cafeteria for them, but 
Jessie imperturbably moved up and 
down the bank. 


I made a few more drifts and quit; 
now even small fry ignored my bait. 
I was too dumb to grasp the significance 
of this, but Jessie knew. The babies 
wouldn’t voluntarily leave the shrimp, 
not with their insatiable appetites. But 
the incoming tide might bring some- 
thing big enough to scare them. I 
leaned my rod against a handy clump 
of scrub palmetto, lit a smoke, and 
watched Jessie. 

He was starting another drift, and 
hadn’t got far when it happened. This 
time the cork went under quickly and 
the line slashed diagonally across the 
pool. Jessie gave the fish its head until 
the line stretched straight from the 
pole’s tip, then executed a smooth heave 
to set the hook. This time the heave 
met solid resistance, and the long cane 
arched and quivered as the line twanged 
taut. The fight that got under way 
may not have been quite sporting, but 
it was one to raise the hackles on the 
neck of any fisherman. 

I have never held with those who 
insist jumping is a necessary charac- 
teristic of a gamefish. Jumping may be 
spectacular, but the non-leaping bat- 
tlers can be spectacular, too. How 
about channel bass and stripers in the 
surf ?.Does the tuna’s underwater fight- 
ing lessen the aggressiveness of his 
uncheckable runs? I once took four- 
teen landlocked salmon from a Maine 
lake, and despite their well-earned rep- 
utation not one of them jumped a single 
time. Did I mark that lake off my) 
list? You bet your life I didn’t! 

I stepped back to give Jessie plenty 


of room, and he needed it. That fish 
was getting really mad, and I could 


tell from Jessie’s clenched jaws thal 
he was as determined as the speck was 
It was give and take right from the 
start, with Jessie trotting up and down 
the bank to ease the strain of the fish’s 
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desperate rushes, his limber pole pro- 
viding enough spring to prevent the 
hook from tearing the speck’s tender 
mouth. 

Only once did the weakfish break 
water, and a spotted tail looking as 
proad as my two hands sent foamy 
suds flying before he sounded again. 
Jessie waded through prickly cactus 
without noticing it, and I knew just 
how it was. He was panting now and, 
despite the coolness of the morning, 
rivulets of sweat mapped his face. 

I hadn’t noticed any signs that the 
fish was tiring, but Jessie backed far- 
ther and farther from the water’s edge. 
Then I suddenly caught a flash of white 
underside as the fish surfaced. Jessie 
walked backward, and the speck, offer- 
ing less and less resistance, came float- 
ing into the bank. I was going to 
offer help, when I saw it wasn’t needed. 
Jessie dropped his pole and flopped 
down on the bank in a scrambling rush. 
A long arm shot out, and hooked fingers 
speared the speck’s gills. 

When Jessie stood up, the fish 
stretched from his belt buckle halfway 
down his shins. He grinned his tri- 
umph. “You see,” he said, ‘you can’t 
let them little ’uns git you down. I kin 
stand a whole lot of pesterin’ from them 
when I know a grandpa’s bound to come 
along sooner or later. And this here 
ain't the only speck in salt water that 
knows about this creek, neither.”’ 

I didn’t pay much attention to him. 
I was too busy baiting up. 

I know I’ve missed out on many @ 
good fish because I simply can’t develop 
enough patience. I’ve lazed away many 
a pleasant hour when my rod was only 
an excuse to loaf, but when I’m really 
fishing I want at least a measure of co- 
operation from the fish. Now I was 
getting plenty, but it was from those 
minnow-size bass and snappers. After 
feeding them another dozen or so 
shrimp I reeled in and sat down to 
think. Even when Jessie fought it out 
with a six-pound channel bass I stayed 
And eventually I reached a de- 
cision. 


gprs through my tackle box, 
I came up with a red-and-yellow 
bucktail. Frankly, I had never taken a 
fish of any kind on that bastard pattern, 
but it was the closest thing to a shrimp 
I had, and I’d at least be fishing with 
it, not waiting until a speck or channel 
bass took it into his head to cruise up 
the creek. I started laying it over 
against the far bank with fair regu- 
larity, retrieving in short slow jerks 
diagonally across the current. Jessie 
grunted something about “fish not eatin’ 
dyed squirrel tails,” but his disdain only 
made me more determined. Anyway, I 
was shet of the minnows, although a 
couple of times overambitious little bass 
made passes as I lifted the bucktail 
from the water. 

Jessie finally hooked into another fish 
Whose dogged runs guaranteed a chan- 
nel bass, and I let my lure sink on the 
far side of the pool as I watched him. 
He brought me to with a jerk. “Git that 
pole up; heah I come!” he bellowed, and 
I raised my rod to let him pass. 

After he was safely past, I hurried 


my retrieve, and the bucktail had hard- 
ly left its resting place on the bottom 
when it stopped. My next twitch of the 
rod’s tip bowed the bamboo, and I si- 
lently cursed my luck at snagging up | 
and moved the rod from side to side in 
an effort to free the hook. 

But two seconds later, freeing that 
hook was the last thing I wanted to do, 
for the snag came powerfully alive. 


N ow, a weakfish usually takes a lure 


with a darting rush and is off im- 
mediately on a slashing run. This one 
hadn’t acted that way; he had simply 
inhaled my bucktail as it rose to the 
surface, but his angry surprise at the 
hook’s sting galvanized him into action. 

Fortunately, Jessie’s fish decided to 
make his fight at the lower end of the 
pool, for I needed the upper three quar- 
ters for my battle. That speck was 
smarter than an old boar coon and 
meaner than a snake, He'd run wildly 
across the pool to the buzzing of the 
reel, while I imagined I could smell my 
flesh scorching as the line sizzled 
through the fingers of my left hand. 
Then he’d reverse his field, giving me 
no time to do any reeling; I'd madly 
strip in line, letting the coils fall at my 
feet and trusting to luck to kick free 
of them when he decided to go places 
again. Time ceased to mean anything, 
as so frequently happens when a good 
fish is on. I didn’t even know it when 
Jessie whipped his fish and walked up. 

I’ve always been a little skeptical 
about the fellows who can describe 
every move in their battles with fish. 
They’re either much cooler than I in 
the heat of a fight, or they’ve got the 
sort of photographic mind that auto- 
matically records the moves of both 
fish and fisherman. With me there 
comes a time when blind instinct takes 
over. I get numb with the pure pleasure 
of it all, and if I land the fish it’s due 
mainly to reflexes and dumb luck. This 
time they both worked for me, and 
only the shaking of my legs and heavi- 
ness of my arms told me that plenty of 
minutes had rushed by before the pres- 
sure of the rod began to tell, and the 
speck gave signs of being broken to 
halter. 

I wasn’t anywhere near as _ inde- 
pendent as Jessie was, and I was 
mighty glad to accept his diffident offer 
to ‘‘snake that scound’el out for you.” 
He slid ten pounds of gleaming speck- 
led silver onto the bank, and I sat 
down abruptly to ease my weakening 
knees. I was bushed. 

Jessie held the fish up admiringly. 
“Looks like he favored squirrel tails 
so much he’d of clumb a tree to git at 
one,” he admitted. 

After I’d again pushed my car 
through the clawing bushes, Jessie 
made a suggestion. “I got a cousin in 
town runs a paint shop,” he offered. 
“‘He’d be proud to touch up your car 
for you, and he wouldn’t charge no 
friend of mine no million dollars, 
neither.” 


The suggestion was well meant. But, | 
what’s the use of having a paint job | 
touched up when you know you'll ruin | 


it again, next time a cold spell moves 
the specks in from the Gulf? THE END 
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FREE BOOK — Explains Causes, 
Effects and Treatment 





Sufferers from Fistula, Piles and 
rectal and colon troubles should write for a 
new 171-page FREE BOOK on these ailments. 
Fully illustrated with charts and X-ray pic- 
tures. Write today—McCleary Clinic and Yios- 
pital, 161 Elms Blvd., Mo. 
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Excelsior Springs, 


completely NEW 


SEAMAID presents a revo- 
lutionary improvement in metal 
boat design . . no ugly seams . . 
less resistance, smoother per- 
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Six new, economical models . . 
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MILLER boat trailers 


Known Everywhere 
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Fine Quality 





Four Sizes 
300, 500, 750, 
1,000 Ibs. 


Model ““W’” 
with famous Miller 
knee action.* pat. pend. 
Manufacturers, Distributors, & Exporters 
Foreign - stagoongane Invited 
See vwour Dealer or write direct to 


MILLER COACH CO., P.O. ‘Box OL-218, Irving, Texas 





PLYWOOD BOAT KITS 
(Freight Included) $9 700 
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runabout from ready-cut 

he arts. igs include all hardware, 
tc omplete the boat shown 
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TAFT MARINE WOODCRAFT 
Dept. S, 636 39th Ave., N.E., Minneapolis 21, Minn. 
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**Veeline’’ runabouts. Built for strength prsatility 
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12 Paulding St 
* PLEASANTVILLE, N. Y 
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FOLDING 
CANVAS 
BOATS 


carry by hand and 
we ong er 


Light, easy to tandle, check as baggage 
in auto; safe for family; all sizes; non-sinkable; 
than wood; used by S. and foreign governments rd 
ed First homers = Chicago and St. Louls World’s Fair "Se nd 
for free cata 


KALAMAZOO CANVAS BOAT CO. 
490 Harrison St. Kalamazoo, Mich. 
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DOGS 


McDOWELL LYON 


DOWN-TO-EARTH DOGS 


N | ext month the groundhog is sched- 
uled to come up from below for 
his traditional, pre-season peak 

at the outdoors, and whether or not he’il 
see his shadow will be accepted as good 
news or bad by many winter-weary 
folk. Among them will be sportsmen, 
especially those who own dogs of the 
terrier breeds, but their interest in the 
event will go beyond seeing how the 
woodchuck makes out in his legendary 
role as a herald of spring. They’ll be 
happy just to see him come out of his 
den, for to them and their dogs he’s 
game. 

It’s largely to the credit of the wood- 
chuck, in fact, that terriers are able to 
maintain their reputation as fireballs in 
the sporting field. While they’re wide- 
ly used on minks, foxes, and various 
rodents, they really come into their own 
when trailing chucks. Then it’s a pleas- 
ure to see them, for they almost outdo 
themselves in their diligent searching 
above and below ground, and when they 
find their quarry they give no quarter. 


i beg tenacity of terriers on the trail 


is proverbial—so much so that to 
many people the dog’s name is a syno- 
nym for persistency. Terriers never 
give up short of their goal. Illustrative 
of this is the old story told of Piper 
Allen, a Highlander who played bag- 
pipes, mended pots and pans, and bred 
fine terriers. Once Piper offered a mer- 
chant a dozen hides for sale. When the 
merchant counted them he found there 
were only 11. “Dinna worry,’ the sly 
Scot assured him, “I left my dog 
Charlie in a hole down the road, an’ 
he'll be along any minute with the 
hide.”’ Piper’s faith in the ability of his 
dog to produce is shared today by thou- 
sands of terrier owners. 

What the original breeders of all 
small terriers were after when they 
started the strain was a dog that would 
be a good digger. They wanted one 
that would go to earth readily, dig his 
way through tunnel traps, and “draw” 
his game. These requirements called 
for a dog with special physical char- 
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acteristics. Such an animal would have 
to be so formed that even when its front 
end was cramped in a tunnel its elbows 
would move freely and allow the front 
legs to make full digging strokes. 

They produced two types of what we 
now call the ‘‘terrier front.” The first 
of these is found on breeds like the fox, 
Welsh, and Irish terriers, whose height 
at the withers is relatively equal to 
body length. For greatest efficiency the 
shoulder blades on these dogs should be 


as large as the upper half of the body 
will permit, incline backward 50 to 45 
degrees with the ground, and never set 
up as much as 60 degrees. This inclin- 
ing angle makes for larger blades with 
stronger muscles, and it also enables 
the dog to reach farther ahead with his 
front legs. 

Up to this point the pattern of the 
front is the same as it is in any good 
pointer or hound. The terrier variation 
is found in a short upper arm which, 


“Just look at that gang! Didn’t I tell you this was a good place to hunt?” 
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since it pivots at the joint with the 
shoulder blade, can swing the elbow in 
an arc that never extends below the 
prisket in the digging stroke. 

The terrier breeders also strove, and 
still strive, to produce a dog with a 
longer head than might be considered 
normal for the size of the body. This 
gives more mouth and a harder-biting 
dog. A.terrier with a relatively long 
face that is well filled before the eyes 
and not “snippy,”’ has an advantage as 
an underground fighter. 


hese physical features were not easy 

for the breeders to get, and they’re 
difficult to maintain without faults. The 
reason is that nature has a stubborn 
way of wanting to bring adjacent bones 
into balance. Because of that the ter- 
rier’s shoulder blades naturally tend to 
get small and assume an erect angle in 
character with the short, vertical upper 
arm. Often you'll find a blade extending 
well into the base of the neck rather 
than being back on the rib section. 

The second type of terrier front is 
found on those dogs that have a low 
center of gravity, such as the Scotty 
and Sealyham. In developing these 
varieties the breeders were after a big 
dog with a big bite but built along the 
lines of its chief prey—the badger or 
chuck. They succeeded in getting dogs 
that are relatively heavy in the body 
and have powerful heads. If you want 
a surprise, just open the mouth of one 
of these dogs and compare its array of 
teeth with those found in much larger 
animals. 

The same breeders also wanted to re- 
tain the working balance of fronts 
where the upper arms are relatively as 
long as the shoulder blades and set 90 
to 100 degrees with them. They got re- 
sults by making the whole front as- 
sembly smaller and by setting it high 
enough on the body to permit the elbows 
to make complete strokes above the 
brisket line. 

Small blades that suffer from some 
loss of efficiency have resulted, but this 
is more than compensated for by the 
animal’s large, strong body muscles 
that draw the front legs backward in 
powerful digging strokes. The front 
and back legs on these breeds are short, 
but in cross section they are no smaller 
than they would be if they were of 
normal length. These bones also pro- 
vide firm anchorage for large muscles. 

Dogs with this type of front, like 
those mentioned previously, were not 
developed overnight. It has taken gen- 
erations of selective breeding to estab- 
lish their characteristic features, and 
even now breeding must be carefully 
controlled to prevent faults from de- 
veloping in the strains. 

The majority of our 


terriers orig- 


,inated in the British Isles, but the Ger- 


Mans gave us the dachshund, a breed 
originally developed to go to earth and 
drive badgers from their dens. Though 
Classed with hounds because of their 
trailing ability, dachshunds are excel- 
lent underground workers. I’ve seen 
them stay below for over an hour, work- 
ing constantly through traps before 
reaching a woodchuck and drawing him 
out. Once I followed the sound of a 


dachs’ bark for more than 200 ft. from 
the hole he’d entered. Many old-time 
dachshund breeders used to keep 
artificial burrows in their runs to make 
their short-legged charges feel more at 
home. 

The dachshund is also an excellent 
rabbit hound, and is particularly effi- 
cient in tightly laced brier patches and 
snow-bound brush piles. He’ll work his 
way through these places like a snake. 
Once the rabbit breaks cover and the 
shot is fired, the dog will dash out to 
retrieve him or to course him back to 
the gunner. Wherever a rabbit goes a 
dachshund can go, too. 

Terrier Diggs, which are a form of 
field trial, were once quite popular here, 
in England, and on the Continent, but 
now they’re seldom held in this coun- 
try. While some Diggs are run on nat- 
ural game, they’re usually conducted 
over artificial burrows. The artificial 
set-up gives the competing dogs a more 
even break since all entrants must do 
the same amount of digging before 
reaching game, and also must draw 
game the same distance to the surface. 





The American Kennel Club grants a | 


working certificate to any terrier 
goes to ground, draws, and kills a wood- 
chuck under official rules and observa- 


tion. Many Sealyham breeders see to it 
that their animals earn these certi- 
ficates. 

Terriers that work underground 


aren’t the only ones of their breed that 
have made a name for themselves in 
the sporting field. Several varieties of 
large terriers developed in England and 
Europe are excellent workers on big 
game—Airedales and German schnau- 
zers, for example. To do good field work 
these animals don’t need either of the 
two terrier fronts we’ve been discussing. 
Instead they require a good ground- 
covering front—one with well-laid-back 
shoulder blades and long upper arms. 
Many Airedales and one of the schnau- 
zers reach 25 in. at the withers. 


believe that many varieties of these 
dogs were once much larger than they 
are today. Take the Dandie Dinmont 


that | 





breed, for example, which got its name | 


from a character in Sir Walter Scott’s 
Guy Mannering, published in 1814. 

Dandie Dinmont, a farmer, was sup- 
posed to be James Davidson, a man who 
raised a special type of terrier and who 
incorporated the words pepper and mus- 
tard in their names—Auld Pepper, 
Young Mustard, Little Mustard, and so 
on. There is evidence that Davidson re- 
ceived his basic stock from Geordie 
Faa as the result of a drinking contest 
between Geordie and Jock Anderson. 

Geordie and Jock met once or twice 
a year and wagered on the abilities 
of their dogs to draw and kill badgers. 
When they couldn’t locate enough 
badgers they turned to foumarts ( pole- 
cats) or hedgehogs. Once, to break a 
tie, Geordie proposed to Jock: ‘“Let’s 
drink it out. The first man down loses 
his dogs.” Eighteen hours later Jock 
went to sleep. Geordie walked away 
with the dogs and later gave them to 
Davidson. 

The point of this old story is that in 
order to handle badgers, otters, weasels, 
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CONVENIENT 


IN THE FIELD! 


MILK-BONE Dog Biscuits solve the prob- 
lem of food for your dog when you’re on 
a trip. No fuss—no muss. Dogs 
need and like crunchy 
MILK-BONE Dog Bis- 
cuits. So rich in nutri- 
ents they’re a perfect 
field ration. 














Whatever your dog eats 
he NEEDS MILK-BONE 
DOG BISCUITS, too 


MILK-BONE products contain 
nutrients yourdogneeds: Vitamins 
A, Bi, B2, D, and E; Meat Meal, 
Milk; Fish Liver Oil; 
Wheat Germ; Whole 
Wheat Fiour; Miner- 
als; Chlorophyllin. 


National Biscuit Company. Dept. OL-1 

Milk-Bone Bakery FREE 
446 E. 10th St., New York 9, N. Y. SAMPLE 
Send me free MILK-BONE DOG BISCUIT. Also 


Booklet: ‘‘How to Care for and Feed Your Dog.’”’ 
(Paste coupon on postcard if you wish.) 

CR AT SOS AO TR 

Address 


City and State i 
This offer good in United States only 
NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 















DOG FOOD & % 


Good food is part of 
the heart to hunt. Get 
Vitality at feed, seed 
or sporting goods store. 


VITALITY MILLS, Inc. 


Chicago 4, IHlinois 





Ky, 
lS, ~ 
T$e5 


+ ones deg Scone 


post 

$495 PAID Vey Aes al! 
Use this revolutionary, chemically treated mat 
on regular bed of pet, or separately rids cats 
or dogs of fleas, ticks, nits. Pleasant, clean odor 
counter-acts animal smell. Kennel-tested by vet- 
erinarians. Order today — money back guarantee! 
Check or Money Order. 


V. F. GARRETT C0. 


P.O. Box 1143-87 
DALLAS, TEXAS 
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SCRATCHING 
SHEDDING 






due to lack of essential linoleic oil—(50% 
in Rex Wheat Germ Oil). Rex on daily food 
helps stop misery. Gives your dog a 
luxuriant rich coat. Ask any kennel- 
man. 2 months supply $1 at pet 
counters. REX, Monticello, Ill. 





















REX WHEAT GERM OIL 
































AvcaS) VAT ee ee 
VENANGO & CEDAR STS. PHILA. 34, PA. 




























Your “PET PILLOW” 


Filled with Cedar —Pileasant, Fragrant, 
Healthful, Flexible, Sanitary. 

Keeps Your Pets Clean — Stops Animal Odors 

i Love THAT po Scientitically designed for 








Ideal for dogs or cats. 





| polecats, 


| long scents. 





Large size (17x29 in.) 
Made of heavy striped 
{; denim ticking Genuine 
Cedar Filling, Nature's 
own deodorant and insect 
repellent, Makes insects 
**skedaddle.’’ Absorbs an- 
imal odors, replacing with 
the pleasant fragrant 
odor of Cedar. Your dog 
or cat makes own bed to satisfy animal instinct. This is 
why ‘‘Your Pet Pillow’’ is so Popular. 
Order Today. pochuse name of your dealer. 
3 Sizes: 17x2 sewed) $ 17x29 
—- $4.95, 24x36 bs aye $5. 95 | sli ype 
Special sizes: Made to order for ie ud check to 
CED ve pRopucTs tne,, Devt, 31- a 
526 WALNUT AS CITY, moO. 
aia ately, 


€ ) wm smeuu/ ry Comfort and Protection. 
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COCKER SPANIEL PUPS 


HOUSE TRAINED 


Gorgeous specimens. creams, | 






buffs, golidens, reds, blacks. 
AKC reg.. distemper inocc 
war. healthy & safe delivers. 
inest show & sere ohn aoe = 

Plenty of pups alwa ei 

for shipment. Will ahi Sart. 

+ eo mos. Males & fe 

.00. 


SAND. LAKE KENNELS 
Stone tak e Wisconsin 
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VERDEN STYLE 


DOG HOUSES 


Do You Love Your Dog? 


THEN BUY HIM A 
VERDEN STYLE 
WOODEN BARREL 
DOG HOUSE. 

Cool in summer, warm 
in the winter. Paraf- § 
fined inside, no chance 
for vermin to lay their 
eggs. With ventilating 
ind ecleaning- 


























rut compart- 
ment, ideal for 
wheliping pur- 
pose, easy to 
inspect pups 
from top of 








Has all 
keeps out 
ide, for any 


t cradle P lugs furnished for ventilation 
weather storm shelter, curtain attached 
rain, snow, Entrance 23” high 1312" w 
hunting or medium size dog. 


Price, dog house $20.95 


free, Our No. 1 
follows: eae 30” x 36’ 
Inside height 38”. Sides 28” x 36”, D opening 12 
wide, 20” high. Not insulated $35.00, ie ulated roof, 
floor and sides, $10.00 extra 
Write for free catalog and prices. 
desired, Mail your check or money 
NORTHWESTERN BARREL CO. 
SOUTH MILWAU 
All o ne ers . O.B. South Milwauke 







Two resting platforms 2214”"x24)2” 
Modern dog house sizes as 







Larger sizes if 
order to 







wisc. 
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| but when you 


| spread out when he runs. 


and other such game, these 
dogs years ago must have been con- 
siderably larger than the 18-lb. set to- 


| day as a limit for the Dandie’s weight. 


The best-known large terrier in this 
country now is the Airedale. It was de- 
veloped in England by Yorkshiremen 


| as a rough-and-ready dog to work on 
| riverside and moor game, mostly otters. 


Later 
with game poachers, 


the dog became quite popular 
and they prob- 


| ably did more than any other group to 


develop the animal’s excellent hunting 
qualities. Poachers couldn’t afford to 
waste time with inefficient dogs. They 
had to have animals that were fast and 
reliable, and they helped to breed and 
train the Airedale to be just that. 
Airedales make good silent trailers. 
They combine scent and gaze, and work 
quite fast, but they’re no match for 
trail hounds in working old, difficult, or 
I've never seen them trail 


big cats or bear's, but they should be 


| able to do a good job wherever it’s to 


a man’s advantage to have a silent dog. 








For the cooner who’s primarily in- 
terested in ‘‘trees” and the number of 
hides he can take, the Airedale can do 
a good job. Silent dogs usually are 
faster than their vocal cousins, and 
often they can pick up a coon before he 
has a chance to tree. The Airedale 
works about the same on bobcats, cut- 
ting many of them off before they have 
a chance to get to water or a hole. The 
breed also does well on squirrels. 

There are often advertisements in the 
British papers for ‘‘gun-broken” Aire- 
dales and other large terriers. I have 
no doubt that these dogs can be broken 
as flush dogs, but their natural working 
instincts don’t fit into that category, 
and my feeling is that it’s an injustice 
to any good dog to ask him to do more 
than he’s naturally capable of doing. 

So far as the Airedale is concerned, 
if you work him as a silent trailer on 
large or small furred game, or include 
him in a musical pack for his varied 
fighting style, you'll have an excellent 
hunting dog.._-McDowell Lyon. 








JET-POWERED MORON 


(continued from page 49) 


I’ve never had much livelier fun than 
those rabbits provided for a couple of 


|days until snow fell and turned them 


as invisible as black cats in the dark. 

You catch the snowshoe with his dis- 
guise showing only once in a blue moon, 
do you discover that 
Feather Foot is a real sucker for a 
hunter without dogs. There’s an easy 
way, however, to cure his moronic 
traits. 

Put a good hound on his heels and 
he becomes a different rabbit entirely. 
All of a sudden he’s a streaking white 
wraith with jets in both heels, willing 
and able to meet you and your dogs on 
any terms you please. 

He’s fast, wary, and long-winded be- 
yond belief. He takes full advantage 
of the cover, dodging from log to stump, 
from hummock to bush. If he must 


| cross an old logging road or other open 
| place he does so in soaring bounds and 


often vanishes before you can get your 
gun to your shoulder. Frequently, on 
the very edge of such an opening, he'll 
change his mind about crossing it and 
slip back into the brush again, almost 
under the noses of the dogs. 

He circles, as all rabbits do, but his 
vast circuit is not to be confused with 
the pint-size one of a cottontail. I have 
seen a Swamp-wise old snowshoe run 
a straight course for a mile before it 
occurred to him he ought to be head- 
ing back toward where he started, and 
it’s a rare hunt when the swamp hare 
doesn’t take the dogs beyond hearing. 

Feather Foot may not be tireless but 
in an evergreen swamp in winter, when 
there is a foot or two of snow on the 
ground, you'd certainly think he is. 
He comes honestly by his name of 
snowshoe rabbit. He grows his own 
winter footgear, a thick pad of fur 


| that covers the soles of his feet from 


His hind feet are long 
and the toes 
So no matter 


heel to toenails. 
and wide for his weight, 








how light and fluffy the snow, Feather 
Foot never sinks in more than a few 
inches. He’ll be skipping along on top, 
like thistledown blown by the wind, 
while the trailing dogs are plunging 
shoulder deep, plowing themselves a 
furrow as they run. 

That gives Feather Foot quite an ad- 
vantage in the endurance race that’s 
involved when hounds are on his trail. 
Most of the time he doesn’t need to 
hurry. He hops along in easy stages, 
keeping a comfortable distance ahead 
of the dogs and husbanding his energy. 
But if you throw a charge of chilled 
6’s at him and miss, he pours fuel to 
those twin jets and shows you a very 
fancy brand of speed. When he really 
runs he’s a white streak under the 
low evergreens. 

He’s the only rabbit I know that can 
wear a hound down until the dog is 
actually walking on the track. I saw 
that happen a few days after the bob- 
cat hunt I mentioned earlier. 


M’ neighbor: Maurice, his son Gene, 
and I drove north that week-end 
expressly for snowshoes. At our desti- 
nation we picked up Karl and John, 
friends who lived there, and found our- 
selves a swamp where rabbits were as 
plentiful as ticks on a porcupine. 

We put three hounds down that day, 
all top-flight rabbit dogs, although two 
of them were not exactly built for the 
work they had to do. The biggest, Rex, 
was a long-legged country hound, most- 
ly beagle, but with rangy lines that 
hinted at a trace of foxhound. The 
other pair were beagles from a pack 
that had made quite a name in cotton- 
tail country 200 miles to the south. 
They were beautiful little hounds but 
they stood hardly more than thirteen 
inches high at the shoulder. And the 
snow in the swamp lay twenty inches 
deep, and as dry and light as feathers. 
I was amazed at the willing way they 
plowed into it. 

For two hours there wasn’t a dull 
minute. The dogs fell over a rabbit 
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a dull 
rabbit 


while we were buckling our snowshoe 
harness at the edge of the plowed road. 
They drove him hard, and the wintry 
morning rang with the kind of music 
I’d been hankering to hear. 

John knocked that rabbit off. The 
next one tried a shortcut through the 
thickets and ran head-on into Gene. 
Our count mounted to four... and then 
the two little beagles quit. The rabbit 
they were running gave them the slip 
in the dry snow, and they threw in the 
sponge. Nobody blamed them, either. 

Rex was engaged in an affair of his 
own on the far side of the swamp, and 
I went to give him a hand. He was 
having a hard time with a rabbit that 
ran like a deer. They went out of 
hearing before I could get set on a 
stand, and for a while the swamp was 
still save for the sad noise the winter 
wind made in the spruce tops. Then 
I heard the dog coming back, his bawl- 
ing a far-off drumbeat of sound. 

He came steadily on, driving straight 
for me, and my pulses began to pound 
with a feeling I hope I never get over. 

The rabbit must have seen me or 
heard some little movement of mine, for 
he swerved when he was almost in sight. 
I caught a flash of him as he dodged 
around a snow-buried log, but the 
cedars swallowed him up before I could 
point my gun. 

Rex showed up three or four minutes 
later. He wasn’t running—-he was plod- 
ding through the snow at a tired walk, 
bellowing faithfully with every step. 

I moved deeper into the brush and he 
brought the rabbit back to me in five 
minutes. That time I was in the right 
place and sent Feather Foot spinning. 
When I picked him up and moved on, 
Rex dropped in behind me, walking 
thankfully in my snowshoe trail. The 
rabbits had. given him all he wanted 
and he was honest enough to admit it. 


he swamp hare has one other trait 

that endears him to those who know 
his ways. He scorns underground shel- 
ter, no matter how great his need. A 
hard-pressed cottontail will pop into the 
first woodchuck burrow or stone heap 
he comes to. This tendency of his to 
hole up, especially if the ground is snow- 
covered, makes hunting him a pretty 
frustrating business in winter in many 
Northern states. 

Not so with the snowshoe. With rare 
exceptions, holing is not for him. It’s his 
heels against the dog, and, where the 
cover was very heavy, I’ve known him 
to stay ahead of hounds for three or 
four hours without affording a shot. 

As a shotgun target, Feather Foot 
leaves little to be desired. His speed, his 
wariness, and his natural camouflage 
combine to make him anything but a 
pushover. Slipping along through dense 
ground cover, he gives you no more 
than one split-second glimpse at a time. 

A fool he is as long as there are no 
dogs in his neighborhood, but he more 
than atones for his stupidity when a 
g00d hound picks up his scent and he 
knows the blue chips are down. At such 
times he’s got everything a rabbit ought 
to have, and I love him as I love no 
other small-game animal in our part of 
the country! THE END 














KUMFOR| 


(A AL MMLE 


GET YOUR DOG OFF THE 
COLD, DAMP FLOOR AND 
OFF THE FURNITURE! 


Kumfort mattresses are soft, 
warm and comfortable—pro- 
vide permanent protection 
against dampness and drafts. 
Four inches thick and eyelet 
tufted. A fine quality cedar 


a folder, price lists. 
treated cotton filled mattress ies 


Made to order 

WASHABLE SLIPCOVERS 
Made to fit these mattresses: have snap fasteners, 
slip on and off easily. Price for each slipcover is 
1, the price of mattress it fits. (See size table) 
Buy two so that one can be clean at all times. 





A real 


DEALERS — write for 


Select your size from 


mattress, 
4 inches thick. 
Far superior to 
mats or pads 


CEDAR TREATED 
Filled with first 
quality combed 
cotton ... cedar 
treated for 


FLEA CONTROL 


Sizes and Prices 
21°x32", $ 4.50 
24x36", 6.00 
27x44", 10.00 
36"x50", 12.00 
Send cash, check or money order: — 
C.O.D.’s SOc extra plus shipping charges 


KUMFORT MFG. CO. 


J} Dept. OL-1, 79 Sudbury St., Boston, Mass. 


table on right. 




















BRASS NAME PLATE 
FOR DOG COLLARS 


HEAVY GAUGE SOLID BRASS « 

LARGE RIVET HOLES* LETTERING 

1S PRESSED IN DEEP WITH A PRE- 

CISION MACHINE & WILL LAST 

DURING LIFE OF TAG*3 LINES OF Ye LARGE LETTERS, UP TO 
15 LETTERS PER LINE * PHONE, RFD, REWARD, OR DOG'S NAME 
MAY BE SUBSTITUTED FOR ANY ABOVE —— 


ANDERSON MFG. 
RD. 2, DEPT. 22 MEXICO, £ Ssouri 





WEIMARANERS 


Years of selective breeding and constant culling 
of stock has earned a national reputation as 
breeders of top stock for this old and established 
kennel. All pups and adult dogs fully guaranteed 
and shipped on five day approval at our risk, at 
prices that the average man can afford. Imported 
and domestic stock. Select your pup now and 
hunt with him — fall. All ages, either sex, 
en or untrainec 

FIELD MASTER’ S KENNELS, Reg 
Route One Augusta, 


‘, | HUNTERS 


We offer hounds of all types 
and breeds 
Coon, Combination hounds, 
Fox, Rabbit and Squirrel 
dogs. 

Ten days trial; list free. 


HILL-SIDE KENNELS 


Wisconsin 








SESSER 1, ILLINOIS 





Top Notch Coon Hounds 
Combination Hounds 

Extra good old Coon Hounds 
Nice Started Coon Hounds 
Fox, Wolf and Deer Hounds 
Good Rabbit Hounds 

1 & 2 yr. old Hounds 

Extra good Squirrel dogs 


10 days trial 




















STRAIGHT 
COONERS 


Virgil Hendrix a. Missouri 
Combination Tre e 


FOR SALE =x2x 


dogs. High-Class Fox-Hounds. Rabbit dogs 
and Beagles a Specialty. Prices reasonable. 
Free literature and Pictures. TRIAL ALLOWED. 
RACCOON MOUNTAIN KENNELS 
res Thomas, Ow 
Box 268 








ALBERTVILLE, ALABAMA 
He Barks! He No Barks! 
Anti-Bark Bridle 


Stops Barking and neigh- 
bors’ complaints. Easy on ¥ 
dog. Practical muzzle for 
dogs at large. Insurance 
against killing sheep and poultry. ~~ 
Made in 3 sizes, each adjustable. Name 
breed wanted for. Price postpd—$1.00 
Extra large Dogs over b ibs. —$1.50 

Send for FREE Cataieg 
WARNER'S PROD. CO.. Dept. L. Baldwinsville. N. Y. 








Attention! SOW, TRAINIns 
SHOOTING DOGS 
AND AMATEUR DOGS! 
WANT all breeds of pointing dogs. . 
Will take a few gun-shys. Best training grounds in 
Middle West. Plenty of game. Will be open for a full 
string of dogs AFTER November |. 
THOMAS M. LUNSFORD 
ILLINOIS 


. also retrievers. 


EWING 














Chaperone 
says 
“Keep Off” 
Chairs, 
Beds, Rugs, 
etc. 


Just shake a little Powder Chaperone on anything 
you want your dog to let alone—don’t put up with 
dog hairs all over the house. 

You can’t smell it; dogs do and avoid it. Harmless to 
you, your pets, and even finest fabrics—does not show 
Kasy way to train. Stop puppy damage to slippers, drapes 
etc. Keeps male dogs away from females in season 
Send No Money—-order Powder Chaperone (.0.D. $1 plus 
postage (or send $1 bill at our risk and we'll pay postage) 
Money-Back Guarantee. 


Kitty Chaperone especially for cats 
fY chairs, ete 


keeps them 
and from clawing furniture. $1. 


Liquid Chaperone keeps dogs, cats and other animals 
away from gardens, shrubs, evergreens, garbage pails, ete 
Harmless, Just spray on. 8-oz. bottle $1. 


SUDBURY LABORATORY, Box 514, South Sudbury, Mass. 


POWDER ( Aaperone 


Write for Special Offer. 


HUNTING COCKERS 


One of the Best... 
BEROL LODGE EDLAM DIANA 
Whelped: 11/25/50 
A gay little hunter with a wonderful 
temperament. 


Red Female—$100.00 


BEROL LODGE KENNELS (AKC) 
710 E. 14th St. New York 9, N. Y. 


(Kennels in Westchester) 


Stores: 





























SOLID LEATHER DOG COLLARS 
WITH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 


$1.00 EACH or SIX FOR $5.00 
THE BEST LEATHER. BUCKLES AND DEES 
THAT MONEY CAN BUY 
GIVE BREED OF DOG FOR SIZE. 
PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS 


CATALOG MAILED ON REQUEST 
BALLARD LEATHER CO. 


214NORTH COLLEGE ST., Dept. 0.L., CHARLOTTE, N.C. 





OUR oe. Ae N IX 
Keep Dogs Away While Female Is in Season 
Simply pat NIX on back and tail once a day and you can 
hunt, show or exercise your dog without danger. NIX is 
non-poisonous and harmless, Wash off before mating. $1.00 
buys enough for full period. Ask your dealer or send $1.00 

for bottle postpaid 


; Knock-Em-Stiff Products Co., Brockton 44, Mass., Dept.C-1 1 
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DOG TAGS 


BRASS or ALUMINUM 


“NAME OF DOG” 
OWNER & ADDRESS 


LIMIT IS LETTERS 35c each 
A LINE 
TAG No.33 3 for $1.00 


@ FREE PRICE LIST _| 
MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
DEPT. 0833 





oy 








Don’t Spay and Spoil Your Female Puppy—Use 


to Keep Dogs Away While Females are in Season 
Harmless, Simple, Successful. Wash off before 
mating. Satisfaction or money refunded. No 
red tape. Ask your dealer, or send $1.00 for 
bottle, postpaid 

Pierpont Products Company, Dept, 
312 Stuart St. Boston 16, Peibebebets 











WEST LEBANON, N. H. | 





HUNTERS! 


Did you get the limit last Season? Buy from a man who started 
hunting, and training dogs, when he was fifteen years old. 
ona dog sold on trial. Dogs of the hunting breeds: 

- $20.00 


--$25.00 COMBINATION . 
-- $20.00 SQUIRREL 


OON 
Semi. SILENT. 
GASBIT .......:SBROR FOR .. .2svcces 


10 DAYS TRIAL 
Wri.e for literature containing terms of sale 


J. N. RYAN KENNEL 
MURRAY KENTUCKY 





ARKANSAS COON HOUND KENNELS 


BIG DISPOSAL 
ALL 


SALE! PRICES CUT 
DOGS IN MY KENNEL. 


50% ON 'MOST 


POINTERS - SETTERS .. . TOP COON HOUNDS 
ae COMBIN ATION TREE HOUNDS .. . FOX, WOLF, 
DEER and CAT HOUNDS. Also TOP rabbit hounds. 
ALL TRAINED HOUNDS sold on 10-day trial; MONEY- 
BACK GUARANTEE, Write for FREE literature and 
price list: 


JOE STRATTON and Sons 
Phone: 554-J ROGERS, Arkansas 





OUTSTANDING GUN DOGS 


Hunters, I have 
standing setters, 
medium, 


a few out- 
and point- 
close and 
rangers, From 3 to 
old, well trained, 
to handle, a_ pleasure 
shoot over i 
sonable on trial, 
I will describe 
vidual dog 
BILL A. MOORE 
SESSER, ILLINOIS 


» me, 


each indi- 








FINE HUNTING HOUNDS 


for Coon, Fox, Rabbits and combination game. 

We offer black and tans, blueticks, Redbones, 

Walkers, Goodmans, Beagles and others. 

Write for free picture list showing types and 
breeds, price list, etc. 





Shipped with trial at reasonable prices. 
Redbones, Blacktans, 
glehounds, Bird dogs. Puppies all breeds. 


OKAW RIVER KENNEL, COWDEN, ILLINOIS 
Blueticks, Foxhounds, 
Free Literature and pictures. Trial. 


( | ON Rabbithounds, Bea- 
SHORT CREEK KENNELS 


















METAL NAME PLATES 
SB VOIR WME or KEY TAGS 
CHIY AND STATE 40 c each 





for $1.00 


Half actual siz 3 
QUANTITY PRICE—SAME STAMPING 


Stor$2 - 33 tor r$3 - 25fo 7S4 - SOforss 
TOO BOK ZO eee aLeRs 
TAGCO,. Pleasant Valles, N.Y. e WANTED 














BLACK AND TAN 


COONHOUND PUPS 


Bred for Hunters by Hunters 
Majestic, long-eared, bugle-voiced, fast, cold 
trailing, natural-born, tree-barking hounds of 
Karly American Fame. Typey pups sired by 
our top stud cooners and from matings within 
our hunting pack. We maintain the oldest 
and finest AKC registered field and show 
bloodlines. Full particulars o5¢ 
MAPLE HILL FARM 

Greencastle, 





Route 2 Ind. 








GERMAN SHORTHAIR 
POINTER PUPS! 


Whelped September 19. Sire, Speck V. Blitzenbaum 
—Dam, Lady V. Buchwald. Price $50.00 


GUY WATKINS 


SCOTTSBLUFF NEBRASKA 
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Sbealth 


by 
JAMES R. KINNEY 


Dr. Kinney is glad to answer personally all 
| letters from readers regarding their dogs’ 


health. It should be remembered when 
| writing him that serious illnesses cannot be 
| treated successfully by a person unable to 
examine the dog. In such instances, a local 
veterinarian should be consulted at once. 
| 





| Wart Treatment 


Question: My dog has developed a lot of 
warts on its lips and mouth. Is there any cure 
for them?—Asa M. Bowen, Idaho. 


Answer: Apply a 1 percent solution of po- 
tassium permanganate with cotton to the warts 
twice daily. Give the animal two drops of 
Fowler's solution once a day for a week, dis- 
continue it for a week, then resume. Add beef, 
beef heart, liver, kidneys, cottage cheese, milk, 
and eggs to the diet. Give one vitamin ABCDG 
capsule and 2 tsp. of cod liver oil daily. 

The warts may disappear with treatment, but 
it may be necessary to remove the larger ones 
by surgery.—J. R. K. 


Housebreaking Headaches 


Question: My daughter’s tried everything to 
housebreak her female puppy, but the dog just 
doesn’t get the idea. Any suggestions?—Mrs. 
G. Shoultz, Minn. 


Feed her and take her out at regular 
After she’s back in the house watch 


Answer: 
intervals. 





inside take her out immediately. Watching occa- 
sionally won’t help. Reward her with some tid- 
bit when the results are favorable. Feed her 


diet, give puppy biscuits between meals.—J.R.K. 


Sores Under Chest 


Question: For some time my dog has had 
bald patches under his chest and on the top 
joints of his legs. Lately the area has broken 
out into sores which are tender and make the 
dog limp. What can I do about them?—L. J. 
Vaughan, British Columbia, Canada. 


Answer: Apparently there’s some infection 
there. Bathe the parts with warm Epsom salts 
solution (2 tsp. in a glass of water) twice a day. 


in olive oil. Put an infant’s shirt on the dog to 
cover the sores, and let him lie on a mattress 
| or blankets.—/J.R.K. 





Broth From Bones 


Question: Would thick broth made from boil- 
ing up bones be O. K. as a base for dog food? 
—J. W. Stedenfeld, N. J. 


The broth could be given with other 
foods. If there's meat on the bones the broth 
will be more nourishing. If not, add some beef, 
beef heart, liver, kidney, and cottage cheese to 
the dog's diet.—J.R.K 


Liver Is O.K. 


Answer: 





Question: Is it harmful to give dogs liver 
to eat? Should it be raw or cooked?—Roman 
Kostner, I/l. 


| Answer: No, it is not harmful, and it may 
| be added to the diet if it agrees with the dog. 


| It may be given daily, raw or cooked. But if 


J.R.K. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
} 












her closely, and if she attempts to do her duties | 


three times a day. Add beef, milk, and eggs to | 


Then apply a 5 percent mixture of salicylic acid | 


| it is served too often the dog may tire of it.— | 









WEIMARANER PUPS 


This breed is a specialist on singles, 
cripples, and dead birds. Pups, grown 
stock, trained and partly trained. Best 
bloodlines. Priced right. 
CARL W. JONES, 
7-7931-3315 Centenary, Shreveport, Louisiana 








Does Your DOG COME 
WHEN CALLED 















HA 
SIT AND STAY ON COMMAND? ove 
If not, he POSITIVELY WILL, and in ONLY A FEW DAYS 
if you follow the NEW, SIMPLE, SHORT-CUT procedur: m6 
given in the sitpe “TRAINING YOUR DOG TO COM) whl 
WHEN CALLED.’’ Results UNBELIEVABLE! Order TODA) ws 
NOW. Only #1 00, Send money with order to run 
GEO. K. WILTON, Box 315-1, Montclair, N. J. 
Of, he : FOR _Rou 
Srophtes sr. 
Medals, Piaques,. Prizes EV ENTS IRI 
© D0G SHOWS © FIELD TRIALS vie 
© FISHING & HUNTING CONTESTS Che 
Send For Free Catalog: Specify Event ane 
Gf. ° 31209 - 3” - $2.25 kin. 
Loving Cups Brno" 53.50 the 
EDWIN W. LANE CO. Poi! 
32 W. Baelon St.. ewes, OL2. aeeteako a. G0. 
- —— — R. 





SHOOTING! 


YES! YOUR DOG CAN BE WORKED UNDER OPEN SEA- 
SON SHOOTING, Nov. 10th to February .. . On Amer- 
ica’s tast Frontier training grounds, We have and go 
where Bob White doesn't know the automatic-—back- 
way country to you, but Paradise to your gun dog. 
Our kennels are one of the finest; your dog deserves 
them in the months ahead, 








WE SPECIALIZE in gun shyness. Dogs steadied to Easy 
shoot for amateur trials. rage 
LEO ODOM hd 

MIDDLEBROOK ARKANSAS pet t 
free 

CHESAPEAKE BAY : 


RETRIEVER PUPPIES 


$50.00 and terms. 
Eligible for reg. A.K.C. Write: 


BERNICE MURPHY 
Fort Dick, Genl. Delivery CALIFORNIA 











PAIR of Outstanding 
SETTER SHOOTING DOGS 


Experienced and dependable! Some 
young POINTERS. Worked last season, and being 
worked daily. POINTER PUPS ready to start, thot 
are potential winners. ALL PAPERS, and reasonable. 


IRA GRISTE 
Tel. 4-3278 MEMPHIS, Tennessee 





very fancy, 


R £6 





;s HOUNDS 


SPECIAL 


For a limited time I offer stud service to my good 
stud dog, Buckshot Lad for %50. payable $25. at 
time of service, balance whee bitch whelps; return 
service free if bitch fails to whelp, 

Buckshot Lad is a son of Lad Eugene; my regular 
fee to this dog is $100.00; better take advantage of 
this special, Book your bitch now to be bred when 
she is ready. 


WILL PALMER 


ROUTE =5 WARRENSBURG, MO. 


SPS 8S OEE ES 2 AROP EA BINDER I 
HUNTING HOUNDS 


High class coonhounds $75.00 & $100.00. Combination coon, 
skunk, opossum hounds $50.00, Partly trained coonhounds, 
fine young heunds working Leg $40.00. Deerhounds of the 
highest class 850,00 & 875.00. Ra “Pies thoroughly 
trained males $40.00, & Females 35. are offering 
big game hounds trained to tree and ‘ight big game in the 
rough mountains of Ark. These are full blooded fine look 
ing hounds, These hounds have made good in far away 
places ac the water on Cat, Bear and Lion. Price 








5128. 


Ark. 


Ten days trial. Phone 


Booneville, 


Send dime for literature. 


Edward Ferguson 








A Dealer in 
Better Class 


and trained in the best game section of 
Coon hounds priced according to 
record of treed. Priced 


Hounds raised 
Arkansas and Oklahoma, 
and 


age, hunting ability coon 
$100.00, $125.00 and $150.00, extra good long eared Cat 
hounds— $75.00 and $100.00, Fox Wolf—Deer hounds 
$75.00 and $100.00, Champion Rabbit hounds— $40,00 
and $50.00. Will run a Rabbit until holed or shot, Young 
well started. Coon hounds--one and two years old 
— 0O and $50.00 Barking good at tree with my older 
ounds. Trial allowed. 35 years in the Dog Business 


Newton Road, 


H E | R ¥ F Oo R T Fort Smith, Arkansas 
Do you know all there 


is to know about DOGS? 


but we do know that ee can find out just 
56 books listed 





don’t either, 
anything you want to know from the 
DOG BOOK CATALOG. There are sone on HUNTING 
DOGS and how to train them, on over 50 BREEDS, on CARI 
FEEDING, BREEDING and building KENNELS. There are pe 
gree forms, maps and charts—the most famous DOG STORI!S 
ever written, We are proud of the selection and we want you 
see it. Send 25¢ for your copy today. 


DIFFILY’S DOG HOUSE, Box 81 OL, Clifton, N. J. 
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THESE BRITTANY SPANIEL 
PUPS WILL CATCH THOSE 
CRIPPLES! 
A.K.C.—Futurity Nominated—F.D.S.B. 
Sired by Ch. Buccaneer de Kleemanor 

Agler. Whelped June 

1952.—5 Ch.s out of 6 in this 

pedigree. Dogs involved have sired 

pups with 78 placements, have placed 

27 times themselves. Pictures and 

prices furnished on request. Sire and 
dam good in field 

E. F. DICKSON 
2177 Agier Rd., Columbus, Ohio 


BIRD DOCS TRAINED 


HAVE YOUR DOG trained right, by hunting 
over 1,500 acres rugged terrain, on wild quail 
: to bring out natural instinct in dog. No 
whipping! Best of care. Two-acre dog yard, 
running water. $25.00 a month. Write first. 
J. L. MORRISON 
Idle Wild Acres 
_Route No. 3 Iron City, Tennessee 


IRISH SETTER SHOOTING poss 


Our pups are bred from Field Trial WINNING stock. 
Check the records of wins at Irish Setter Field 
Trials! These pups will mature at around 50 lbs. 
They are definitely not bench dogs! All their close 
kin were bred strictly for GUN DOGS. 

They are born with a KEEN DESIRE FOR THE HUNT. 
Point early, and with style. Smada Byrd blood lines 


WILLOW WINDS FARM 


R.D. #1 DOUGLASSVILLE, PENNA. 


x xk RESTOCKING x x 























FREE BOOKLET 
DO-IT- WITH- HAMSTERS 


Easy, profitable, raise in ga 
rage or baseme nt by anyone 
No odor or noise, Thousands 
needed for laboratories and 
pet trade. Write post-card for 
free information, 
Southern Hamstery 
P.O. Box L-685 
___ Gaffney, s.c. 





Choice breeding cheek available in natural dark 
and mutation minks, which have won top awards 
for the past twenty years. For complete details 
write: 


PURE BRED MINK FARM BRANCHPORT, NEW YORK 











Raise Pheasants 


for TOP MONEY 


Big profits, large market, selling 

Pheasants to sporting organiza- 

tions for stock or as delicacies to 

better-class restaurants, hotels, etc. 

Demand exceeds supply. ny today for 
FREE data on proven me 

GREAT CENTRAL GAME MANAGEMENT SYSTEM 

b 13, Kansas 











RAISE CHIN-CHINS 


PURE BRED, PEDIGREED, PROLIFIC 

CASH MARKETS SUPPLIED for your Produc- g 
tion. Pleasant—Easy—Full or Part Time. 

Learn HOW these year-round money-makers 4 
can produce REAL PROFITS for you! q 

FREE illustrated Booklet — WRITE TODAY! 


ROCK HILL RANCH, SELLERSVILLE 37, PA. 





Royal squabs sell at three times 
rice per pound of other poultry. 
Ready for sale or eating only 25 
days after hatching. Write for 
FREE SQUAB FACTS. Protit. Start 
now. Plenty. Read up on this poul- 
try. Satisfaction INSURED by us. 
SQUABS FOUNDATION 


mums CHINCHILLA 


Registered and Pedigreed 


CHOICE QUALITY 
GRADED STOCK 


Bred pairs and pairs with 
young at reasonable 
prices. Write 
Jos. R. Yorty 
Roscommon, Michigan _ 


DO YOU WANT SECURITY? 


Raise Chinchillas. “‘The Diamond of Furs.” 
GET IN ON THE GROUND FLOOR 
We have registered, pedigreed. graded 
guaranteed stock. EASY TO RAISE 
OUR STOCK ge ae ts PRICED! 
“TOP CHINCHILLAS FROM THE TOPS OF THE MOUNTAINS’ 


ROCKY MOUNTAIN CHINCHILLA RANCH 
PRESTON, IDAHO 


Wild Rabbits COTPONTAILS 
can furan any nuance «9 AND JACKS 


i 
season fee restech 
coursing Place cotte tai 
orders now which can 
shipped only in the late tall 
and winter months; can fur- 
nish Jacks at all times ex- 
cept in summer when the 
weather is hot. MY PRICES 
WILL INTEREST YOU. 
Live arrival guaranteed. 
Every customer to be satisfied. 


EARL JOHNSON 
Rago, Kansas 


MAKE MONEY jissirs For’ vs! 


Grinstead’s Famous ANGORAS, CHINCHILLAS, 
WHITE GIANTS, NEW ZEALANDS 
World’s Most Protitable Rabbits) 
We buy ALL you raise—ALL the time! Rabbit raising is 
protitable, fascinating, outdoor work. Small capital 
start. Delicious meat, beautiful Furs, valuable 
Deal with the LEADER— world’s largest breeder and sup- 
plier fine Purebred rabbits. 
Write today for FREE INSTRUCTIONS, 
illustrated Literature, and Prices. 


GRINSTEAD FARMS, Dept. 89, Edwardsville, Il! 
ATTRACT WILD DUCKS, FISH 


PLANT LEGAL NATURAL FOODS 
ALSO PHEASANT AND QUAIL 


Natural Foods will bring and 

hold large numbers at your 

favorite hunting or fishing ground 

Used successfully 57 years. North- 

ern grown for northern waters 

southern grown for the South 

brackish water Kinds for the coast 

Wild Rice, Wild Celery and many 

others adapted to all climates and 

waters, described in free illustrated book. Write 

describe area, receive expert planting advice and 
book, Wm, 0. Coon, Naturalist 

GAME FOOD NURSERIES 
P. O. Box 371-B Oshkosh, Wisconsin 








There is money in the won- 
der animals from Syria. 
Often called Toy Bears. 
Delightful pets. Wanted by 
laboratories and pet shops. 
Clean, odorless. Raise any- 
where. Profitable hobby or 
business. Write for free 
book of details. 


GULF HAMSTERY 
13 Oak, Guif Shores, Ala. 





—$5, 000 10 $10,000 YEARLY — 


Raising Chinchillas for our mar- 
ket. You raise them, we buy them. 
Particulars FREE. 

NATIONAL CHINCHILLAS 
1020 N. Richman Fullerton, Calif. 

















700—BRED FEMALE MINK—700 


ast spring, folks from all parts 
SAPPHIRES a the country again showed their 
KOBUKS 


‘ontidence in us by purchasing 
**Lake Ontario Ranch’* mink. They 
MUTATIONS like our mink for their deep, 
heavy fur, large size, clear color, 
and exceptional breeding ability. 
This spring, we have a larger, 
even better selection for you. 
Production guaranteed, and at 
moderate, reasonable prices. 


Ask for FREE Booklet, Pen Plans, & ot ae ay 


LAKE ONTARIO MINK RANCH weasrer. New vor 


$$$ EVERY MONTH $$$ 


Raising Angora Rabbits for our 
market. We furnish starting stock. 


Pay from your earnings. 
ANGORAVILLE 
1020 N. Richman, Fullerton, 





Calif. 








HAMSTERS | 





«MINK 25° 


All shipments made subject to 5 days’ 
inspection before acceptance. 
The quality of my Dark Mink is indicated 
by the fact that I have received an average 
of over $20.00 per skin for all pelts pro- 
duced during past 10 years. 
Silverblu, Breath of Spring 
Pastel & White Mink 
Sapphire and Aleutian 
Priced on request 
Book “‘Domestic Mink’’—$1.00 


Harry Saxton’s Mink Ranch, Bemus Point,N. Y. 
BIG NORTHERN BOB-WHITE 


All Quail sold for restocking are WILD. 
CONDITIONED in 300-ft. pens, and able 
to take care of themselves. 


PRESENT STOCK ALL SOLD 
For best restocking results use young birds 
8 to 10 weeks old, for Summer & Fall lib- 
eration. This age for sale from July 15th to 
Nov. Ist each season. Price this age; 10 pair 
for $25.00. 

L. and M. QUAIL FARM 
1730 PICHER 3¢43° or ays JOPLIN, MO. 
CARL LOWRANCE, Owner 

















INVEST IN GUARANTEED TOP QUALITY. 


Here’s o fascinating hobby thot’s unusually 
profitable as well. It’s easy, inexpensive, 
fun to raise and breed GENUINE SOUTH 
AMERICAN Chinchillas in your home. These 
beautiful, gentle animals are the world’s 
most valuable fur bearers, prolific breeders 
whose offspring command top prices. Blue 
Acres Chinchillas are top-graded NCBA registered stock, 
guaranteed to live and litter within a year. Reasonable 
prices, choice of unusual pay-as-you-go plans. We ship at 
once or ranch for you. Write for FREE interesting folder, 


complete information. 


Blue Acres CHINCHILLA RANCH 


_P. O. Box 11, Corona 68, Long Islond, N. Y. * Dept. OL-1 





WILD ANIMAL PETS 


Selected (Deodorized Skunks) —$20 ea. 


Others, not selected, cheaper. 





Also Raccoons, Squirrets, Monkeys and dozens of other 

wild & pet animals. birds & reptiles of all kinds for sale. 

CATALOGUE! Send us $1.00 for new iliustrat- 

* ed Catalogue, booklets and other 

literature containing price lists, feeding & care infor- 

mation, how to build cages. Refunded if you order 
animats. Send for your copies today! 
ND TODAY— 


TRAILS END Zoological Dept. OL, St. Stephen, S. C. 











THE FUR BUSINESS IS 
a GooD 


I ship top breeding mink in all colors on 
approval everywhere ree booklet gives 
inside ‘‘secrets’’ and pen plan There s 
cheap feed going to waste right in your 
own area. Why not turn it into valuable 
fur? Ask me about this feed today. 


LAWRENCE MOLGARD 
BRIGHAM CITY 19, UTAH 











. “STOCK. YOUR WATERS 
SS * witH our Hardy BASS, TROUT, 

~ BLUEG/LLS! scrappy, NORTHERN 

BRED STOCK, FINGERLINGS OR ADULT FISH. 
LIVE DELIVERY GUARANTEED BY EXPRESS OR 
TANK TRUCK WR/TE FOR DETAILS NOW! 


7 LAKE MARGUS FISHERIES © PENN RUN, PA. 


Raise TURKEYS 
i) THE NEW WAY 


& Write forfree information 
explaining how to make 
up to $3,000.00 in your 
own back yard. Address 


NATIONAL TURKEY INSTITUTE 
__DEPT. 185, Columbus, Kansas 


Not Rabbits! 
REGISTERED—Bred pairs and young mated 
pairs Large, sturdy stock, guaranteed to 
litter. Write for FREE information about this 
sound and fascinating business: 


C & B CHINCHILLA RANCH 
WYOCENA WISCONSIN 


January, 1953 103 


























& t BEST 

hota 
A 

Fishing to 


Capable guides 
clientele. 


fishing—many varieties. 
Distinguished sportsman 


COME TO THE 


BOCA GRANDE HOTEL 


Gasparilla Island—Boca Grande, Florida 
Directly facing Gulf of Mexico 


Sports 
and _ boats. 






Completely modern, restful, different. Brick construc- 
tion. 2 miles private beach. Golf. Superb cuisine. 
Cocktail Lounge. Amer. Plan. Moderate rates. Write, 
wire, phone, 






Joseph Spadaro, Owner-Megr. since 1931 
Boca Grande, Fla, Phone 2701 or 4251 
N. Y. Office 51 E. 42 St. MU. 2-3341 




































White and blue marlin — the sporting’ wahoo and 
dolphin — barracuda, grouper, mackeral — and that 
little King-of-the-game fish — the Bonefish. Salt water 
fishing enthusiasts will find a true fisherman's para- 
dise at Walker Cay. Fishing boats for charter, private ») 
yacht anchorage. Excellent hotel accommodations, 
American plan. Scheduled air transportation from 
West Palm Beach. 


WALKER CAY CLUB. 


In the Bahama Islands 
WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED FOLDER — Giving Rates and Complete Details to 


S. STANLEY GRIFFIN . 
WEST PALM BEACH, FLORIDA 4) 


















with Vicky and Oscar T. Johnson 
ENJOY EXCELLENT FISHING, 
HUNTING, ACCOMMODATIONS, FOOD 
Steam heat, phones, tub-showers. Rates 
$10 per day per person up—Amer. 
Plan. Write for Illustrated Folder... 
or Phone Crystal River 2301-2311. 


HOMOSASSA 


SPRINGS HOTEL 


HOMOSASSA SPRINGS, FLORIDA 



















with P. A. 





ig bag of bears. Irvine Sweeney, 
B Durham Bridge, New Brunswick, 
last October killed five bears in 
'quick succession using old 12 gauge 
single-barreled shotgun. During first 
ten months of 1952 got total of 16 bears 
|... Anglers with lofty ideas. Ed Hamp- 
| ton, Tony Federico, Twin Falls, Idaho, 
fished from Perrine Memorial bridge, 
| 475 ft. above water of Snake River, to 
| prove it could be done. Federico caught 
sucker, almost played himself out reel- 
ing in fish and more than 500 ft. of line. 
Well, Indians were first to do it, 
weren’t they? First woman in Pennsyl- 
vania to kill deer with bow and arrow in 
state’s first archery season in 1951 was 
Mrs. Wm. E. Johnson, Summerville, a 
| full-blooded Mohawk Indian. Three 
| shots, three hits . . . Tarheel toy deer. 
| Dwarf race of deer inhabit Cape Hat- 
| teras woods, North Carolina. About the 
size of large dogs, they’re estimated to 
number less than 200. Beagles instead 
of usual deer hounds used to track 
| them down, a few killed each year. 
| One shot, three antelope. During 
|latest Arizona antelope season hunter 
not only killed his buck but bullet also 
passed through necks of two does be- 
hind buck. Hunter arrested, fined... 
Giant snapper. Tom McDougal, Vinita, 
|Okla., caught in Little Cabin Creek, 
| Ottawa County, snapping turtle weigh- 
ing 120 lb. ... Freak hybrids. D. M. 
| Smith, Winston-Salem, N. C., put pheas- 
|ant cock in pen with two bantam hens, 
set nine resulting eggs, now has one 
hybrid cock, two hens, odd-looking crit- 


ters. Cock has tail only 6 in. long. 








Freak fish. Oddly colored fish, occa- 
sionally caught in unnamed stream in 
| Michigan’s Thumb district, have been 
identified as mutant brook trout. Fish 
are variously colored silver or dark 
blue. State fish hatchery crew has col- 
lected some of the freaks, will attempt 
to propagate them Step-saving 
| hunters. In recent California deer sea- 
son hunters used Squaw Valley ski lift, 
near Truckee, to take them, their 
equipment, to higher levels. Lift ran 
on regular schedule to accommodate 
them. 

Atlantic salmon cross continent. Ore- 
gon State Game Commission has 
stocked Odell Creek, that state, with 


104.  ourpoor LiFE 





FISHING 
VACATIONING 
HUNTING 


All Over the Map 


PARSONS 


2,500 Atlantic salmon hatched from 
eggs donated by Quebec Department of 
Game and Fisheries. Another 3,000 At- 
lantic salmon being raised at Klamath 
fish hatchery. Odell Creek has been 
closed to angling ... Trout see red. 
Biologists at California’s Mt. Shasta 
fish hatchery have found trout prefer 
red. Blue, yellow, green, and white 
corks tossed into trout ponds got no 
notice. But when red corks were thrown 
in, trout went crazy. 


Lucky pike. Michigan Conservation 
Department studies indicate that pike 
don’t shed old teeth to make way for 
new ones, but some members of family 
develop new tooth to replace one that’s 
broken off . .. Ocean fish for inland 
lake. California Department of Fish 
and Game has evidence that attempis 
to establish ocean fish in salty Salton 
Sea, large inland lake, are paying off. 
Many young sea bass now are present, 
indicating natural reproduction. Large 
orangemouth bass has been caught. 

Three times and out. Port Angeles, 
Wash., man convicted third time in 
three years, for shooting deer out of 
season. Fined $1,000, license perma- 
nently revoked. At same time another 
poacher was tabbed for $500... Tying 
can to canners. Two fur farmers recent- 
ly sued canning company and village of 
Hortonville, Wis., for damages to musk- 
rats on their farms. Pollution from 
sewage, canning wastes, had_ killed 
many muskrats, also their food plants. 
Plaintiffs were awarded $3,000 dam- 
ages, defendants were enjoined against 
further pollution. 

Have states no rights? Washington 
State law bans dams higher than 25 ft. 
on Cowlitz River, to permit salmon to 
go upriver to spawn. Tacoma wants to 
put up two hydroelectric dams on river, 
appealed direct to Federal Power Com- 
mission. Feds told them to go ahead, 
despite state law. County Superior 
Judge Chas. T. Wright has ruled city 
to be subject to laws enacted by state 
legislature. City will appeal to state 
Supreme Court. 

Flying restrictions upheld. U. S. Dis- 
trict Court of Minnesota has declared 
valid President’s executive order ban- 
ning plane flight under 4,000 ft. over 
roadless areas in Superior National 
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Wanta Hook 


Spend the Winter months this year in 
sunny days for 
fishing, bathing, boating, duck shoot- 
ing or just plain loafing. A grand time 
for the entire family is within every- 
one’s means in this sportsman’s para- 
dise. Be your budget large or small, 
your money goes farther in Florida. 
Write today to the Florida Chambers 
of Commerce and the famous resorts 
listed on this page for information 
and reservations. Come to Florida this 
Winter for your finest va- 
cation in years! 

















home in the fastest-grow- 


. Use it for your own 
vacations or year-around 
living — we'll rent it for 
you when you're away. 


VACATION AT THE 


KEY MOTEL 


Restaurant-Pool - Fishing 


COMPLETELY FURNISHED 











IN THE HEART OF 
THE FLORIDA KEYS 
_KEY COLONY Box 305 Marathon, Fla. 


EVERGLADES 
FLORIDA 


Fish the sheltered waters of the Ten 
Thousand Island and the Everglades 
National Park. For tarpon snook and 
many other game 
winter trip now. Wire, phone or write 
for information and reservations. Cot- 
tages, boats, guides, 
Outboards and cruisers. 











Homosassa ives For foldersandreservations 














tackle, and bait. 


SMALL BOAT DOCK 


EVERGLADES FLORIDA 
J. C. Harris, Prop. 


Key West 


FLORIDA ANGLERS’ 
Box 1086-A, Tavares, Fla, 
is, in the center of beautiful Lake County, 
fishing capital of Florida. Your family will be satis- 
-d, you will be too, with our excellent accommoda- 
Housekeeping cottages, 
pong and private sand 
tackle and bait. A place to 
y. Write for folder and rates 
Phone: Tavares 141 








Everglades, Fila. 











~ Largemouth Bass Where you 


CATCH THE BIC Owes! 


SPEND YOUR VACATION AT MAGNOLIA BLUFF 
is located on the St. ' ) 

the finest Large- mmoush b fishing. s¢rounds in North America! 
+h. Fine boats, motors, r 


. phone Pomona Park. 
Arthur E. Cooper, Manager 
MAGNOLIA BLUFF 
BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 














$495 FLORIDA TROPICAL $495 


Beautiful 100 foot Lots, 


CLEWISTON INN 
Finest Small Hotel South—Open Year-round 
CLEWISTON, FLORIDA 


y. Surrounded by over 
1000 Lakes where the BIG BASS BITE. 
. Situated FAR ENOUGH DOWN in Cen- 
tral part of State to enjoy raising Oranges, Grapefruit, 


i IMPORTANT THINGS 





and Restful Relaxation 

4Y¥ AIR CONDITIONED 

For further information and folder write: 
EDDIE JONES, Manager 


BLACKY’S FISHING SCHOOL 


Learn to fish with the 
and finest fishing school in the U. S. 
HOW TO FISH WITH LURES 
Learn the kind of fishing you can do anywhere. 
By mail or in person. 

Write for information or reservations 


EDWARD MATHEWS, Owner, Box 1406, Asheville, N.C 











BOATS—MOTORS—BAITS— GUIDES 
NEW ULTRA MODERN HOUSEKEEPING COTTAGES 
PRIVATE SWIMMING POOL 


BASS CAPITAL RESORT 


ROUTE US 17. CRESCENT CITY, FLORIDA 

Boat Service to 65 Lakes and St. J 
TEX L’ARGENT, Proprietor 
THE BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 


By Reservation only 


of fishing in the first 


RCSS F. BLACK 


Sarasota, Florida 





















TRIPLE FISHING LODGE 


Located on the beautiful St. Johns River, center of 
“THE BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD”’ 
American Plan and housekeeping cottages, completely furnished with private tile bath and 
i Fresh bait daily on grounds. 
knowhow and where to get the BIG ONES. Complete information on request. 
A REAL PLACE TO BRING YOUR FAMILY, A VACATION YOU'LL LOVE. 
Mr. & Mrs. C. A. Travis 


All new boats and motors. Native guides with the 














Huntington, Florida Phone, Pomona 
— 











A Big Bass? 











































Fightin’ the Big Mouth Bass is our sport 
year round and, Buddy, we got fish like 
Grandpappy use to talk about. They are big, 
scrappy and fightin’ mad—they'll hit like a 
ton of bricks and leave you with a busted 
line if you ain't on your toes. Yep, here at 
Sportsman's Lodge you'll find  sho-nuff 
fishing. 

There just aint no need of stayin’ up there 
and freezing to death in all that slush and 
snow. Come on down and have yourself a 
real vacation in the Sunny South where the 
fishin’ is always at its best. 

Now fishin’ ain't all we got at Sportsman's 
Lodge—you'll thrill to the adventure of ex- 
plorin’ the hundreds of almost virgin streams 
and tributaries of 
the famous Ockla- 
waha River in a 
setting of beautiful 
Florida Jungles, 
wild country just as 
the Seminole  In- 
dians left it many 
years ago. 

Sportsman’s 
Lodge has long 
been known as a 
fisherman's para- 
dise to anglers all 
over the world. ; 

3 Left to right, W. D. Dunn, 
That's because you etter carrier. I 





ANY WAY YOU LOOK AT IT 


.. Gardner, phy 
get the best dog- sician, D. W. Lee, Implement 
Dealer Merchant, Ray H. Dunn, 


gone fishin’ you've pentist—all of Russellville 
ever had without all Ark.. agree that any way you 
aie look at it catchin’ Black Bass 
the rough living of & sportsman’s Lodge is their 
leaky tents, fightin’ favorite occupation any time. 
mosquitoes and red- 
bugs, burnt offering camp fire food, and the 
like. We've got accommodations you'll 
seldom find near good fishing water. Yessir, 
here at Sportsman's Lodge everyone is king 
for his stay, every convenience to make a 
fishin’ vacation complete. 

After a long day of fightin’ with the big 
un's it is mighty nice to relax in all the com- 
forts of home. You'll enjoy fine Southern 
cooking—chat with friends over your favarite 
drink in the Tall Tales House. At the end 
of a perfect day when you answer the call 
of Morpheus you'll know this is really living. 

3ring along the whole family, Even people 
who don't care to fish say that Sportsman's 
Lodge is a honey of a vacation spot. Whether 
you fish or not you're sure to enjoy your 
stay. 

The price is amazingly low at only $37.50 
to $57.50 per week, per person, providing two 
occupy the same room. One person to a 
room, a little more. Price includes 3 meals a 
day: 53 room lodge, (steamheated in case of 
a chilly morning). 


Write today, on business or personal sta 
tionery, if possible, for illustrated booklet 
giving you detailed information about 
Sportsman's Lodge. (no postcards answered) 


FORREST C. WOOD, Owner-Manage) 











tien iinie FORRESTWOOD Se 


for your reserva- 


tions NOW! 

Telephone Pomo- 

na Park Exchange Teast 
2431 


WELAKA- FLORIDA 
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(Florida Continued) 








Where Dreams Come True! 


How would you like to have a home 
in the midst of Florida’s finest fishing 
with your boat at your own back door? 


»You can do just that at the new development. 


AQUALANE SHORES 


in beautiful, sunny NAPLES-ON-THE-GULF, at 
the gateway to the 10,000 Islands. Good hunt- 
ing, too, near by. Superb beach, fine drinking 
water, good schools, modern shops. And every 
home on a waterfront lot! 


Build that Dream House NOW! Don’t wait! 


Send for literature and prices, at once. 


AQUALANE SHORES DEVELOPMENT 
NAPLES Box 517 FLORIDA 











IDLEWILD LODGE 


On Scenic Lake Panasoffkee and Withlacootche River 


Unexcelled fresh water fishing for Bass...Shelicrackers... 
Bream Crappie, Wild turkey, squirrel and duck hunting in 
Season, Large acreage of wooded hammock land, off main 
highway three miles. . good sand road, quiet and secluded. 
All new modern COTTAG ES and equipment. Gu op ts yore 
b “pap and motors. Good home-cooked rat als serve ll 

tages equipped for housekeeping, Write for inti orma ation: 

RUFE AND ELSIE WYSONG 
Panasotfkee Florida 








FLORIDA PROPERTY 


Garaux éx id a A 


Realtors 
for your own private 


Gulf Beach, Bay or Canal front properties. 
334 WEST SEVENTH ST., SARASOTA, FLA. 
“Hunt and Fish the Year Round” 




















KINARD’S FISHING CAMP 


Located on the famous St, John’s River 7 miles south 


of Palatka, Fla., % mile off highway # 17. Good 
BASS tishing—WARMOUTH—PERCH & BREAM. 
Modern cottages, furnished-linen, dishes, utensils, gas 
stove, refrigerator, heaters, private and community 
baths. Good boats—live bait, motors, tackle, native 
guides. Write, wire or phone 

A. J. KINARD 


P. 0. San Mateo, Fla, Phone: 841-R2 
ENTRANCE TO THE BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 


FLORIDA HIGHWAY RANCHOS — $345 


Payable $15 monthly, Big, beautiful Country Estates on 











U. S. Highway 231, High and dry, In famous PANAMA 
CITY Pleasure Resort Area, World's finest beaches. Many 
lovely lakes. Wonderful fishing, hunting. Splendid new 
school buildings. Grow fruits, berries, vegetables, flowers, 
POULTRY. Cheap electricity. Low building costs. Glori 
ous year round climate, Ideal for happy, economical living 
in desirable new Community, Fine investment, Write today 


for FREE BOOKLET 
ANDREW WOOD 
BOX 873 


he * u. S. A. * ~~ 
UNT DEER ALLYEAR: 


Private Game Preserve 
in beautiful Texas Hill Country offers unique 
hunting privileges on this ranch owned by Captain Eddie Rickenbacker. 

Four to six hunters per day. Game includes Sika deer from Japan, Base- 

singah, Sambur and Axis deer from India, white Fallow deer, Black Buck 

antelope. Hunting fee payable only if you md ows game! Ranch easily 

accessible; 2 hours from San Antonio; available 

nearby. Kerrville Airport convenient for private plaass Make hunting re 

servations well in advance. Address: David E. Rickenbacker, Manager, 
* Rickenbacker Ranch, Hunt, Kerr County, Texas. 


_o%& * CANADA x x 








WO CLOSED 
SEASON OF 
FOREION BEER 















| Forest... 


HOUSTON, TEXAS 








SHEEP — GRIZZLY — MOOSE 


DEER, GOAT, BLACK & BROWN BEAR 


Hunt the famous Shulaps and Chilcotin in B.C.’s wilder- 


ness paradise. Bc oe spring Grizzly hunts now. Spring 
and fall rates of $35.00 per day include everything. Write 
for descriptive folde r of 8-12-14 day summer fishing trail 
riding trips low as $190. Top-notch trail accommodation in 
a virgin, unspoiled territory. Book your 1953 hunt. or 


holiday now 
Grade ‘‘A’’ Guides & Outfitters 


Write—WALLY O’KEEFFE, 
REXMOUNT VIA SHALALTH, B.C., CANADA 











SPRING BEAR HUNTING 
MAY and JUNE BLACK and BROWN 


PHOTOGRAPHING, FISHING, Trail Riding. 
GUARANTEED shots at bear, within range, on 
15-day trips. 

For Fall Hunting. book early! 
Grade A Guides. Write or wire: 
THOMPSON & MITCHELL 

k Horn Ranch 


Buc 
BRISCO, British Columbia CANADA 
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Lure of lakes. Residents of 
Minnesota, polled as to state’s main 
attraction for tourists, said lakes were 
main attraction, fishing next. 

Rising tide of waterfowl hunters. Sale 
of duck stamps 1950-51 was 1,903,644; 
for 1951-52 was 2,167,767 Cali- 
fornia’s new set-up. Seth Gordon, Di- 
rector, California Department of Fish 
and Game, has appointed James D. 
Stokes, Robert D. Montgomery, Robert 
L. Jones, William B. Morse, and John 
F. Janssen Jr. as regional managers. 
These new positions were created by 
the state legislature under the new 
decentralization plan. 


Maryland Stripers 


Big gror Bay in Maryland has long 
been called the greatest striped- 
bass nursery in existence. Biologists 
say that nearly all the stripers caught 
are hatched in the vast reaches of this 
big water. This is easily believed when, 
throughout October, you see the bay’s 
surface broken by countless schools of 
“rock,” the Maryland name for the 
striper. 

I have trolled the bay from Baltimore 
Light to Hooper’s Island, and have 
found October the best month for tak- 
ing these fine fish. In order of impor- 
tance the best trolling lures are blood- 
worm and June Bug spinner, drone 
spoon, white and green bucktail, and 
eel and spinner. During recent years 
the hot spots for stripers have been 
Eastern Bay, Bloody Point, Thomas 
Point Light, the mouth of West River, 
mouth of Chester River, the Belvedere 
Shoals in the upper bay, and the Kent 
Island shore. 

Both fishing boats and captains for 
trolling may be had at West River, 
about 19 miles south of Annapolis, 
Whitehall Creek near Annapolis, Rock 
Hall on the Eastern Shore, and Tilgh- 
man’s Island below Claiborne. Annapo- 
lis is a good headquarters, and boats 
there are plentiful. 

It is best to use light tackle, with a 
light trolling rod of the weakfish type 
preferred. The average fish taken run 
from 2 to 4 lb., and for eating noth- 
ing can compare with a fresh-caught 
striper. Bluefish in the bay have been 
increasing, and recently more blues 
have been caught than has been the 
case in many years. 

In trolling for stripers the screaming, 
diving seagulls point out the fish as the 
smaller bait fish are driven to the sur- 
face. For a real thrill a school of 
Stripers thrashing the bay to foam 
can't be beaten. 

The Maryland law on stripers is a 
minimum of 11 in., and no fish of this 
species over 15 lb. may be kept. As I 
write the bay is full of small stripers, 
an augury of good sport to be had in 
the future. 

If the angler can’t afford to hire a 
cruiser, there always are the bridges 
and piers. Last June many fine stripers 
were caught from the causeway leading 
to Millers Island near Baltimore, and 
an elderly friend of mine took more 
than 30 nice stripers from the bridge 
over the Severn River at Annapolis.— 





Sherman Lee Pruitt. 








BIG AS A HORSE 


(continued from page 29) 


saddle to go to Watson’s aid. He’d hard- 
ly hit the ground when one of the bat- 
tlers threw a kick at his mount. Doc 
was in the way. He saw the hoof com- 
ing, out of the corner of his eye, and 
rolled with the blow. If he hadn’t, it 
probably would have killed him. As it 
was, it didn’t do him any good. 

He staggered over to a grassy knoll, 
pulled up his shirt, and examined him- 
self. Since he’d worked his way through 
medical school as a mule skinner in 
the Pennsylvania oil fields, he had a 
vocabulary equal to the occasion. I 
watched the horse that had kicked 
him, marveling that the ears of the 
creature did not start smoking and melt 
down to stubs. When he paused for 
breath I asked, ‘‘Are you hurt?” 

“Bruised, but I’m not going to die,” 
he responded. ‘‘That kick gave me one 
hell of a bellyache, though.” 

After a minute or so he was able to 
get up, and I helped him over to where 
Watson was hunched on the ground. 
Meanwhile the others were putting 
ropes on the battling horses. 

Watson had caught a kick full in the 
knee, but by some miracle his kneecap 
was not broken. In a minute or so the 
flesh turned the color of a ripe plum 
and swelled to the size of a softball. 

“Be O.K. in a day or so,’’ said Doc. 
“We'll have to set up camp here, 
though. Watson and I have had enough 
for one day.” 

Thus it was that we established Camp 
Purple Heart. I cruised around for a 
good spot to pitch tents and suddenly 
came upon some droppings. “Hey,” I 
called to Watson, ‘‘some other outfit has 
camped here.’’ That surprised me, be- 
cause we were in a vast, lonely country 
that was rarely traveled, by hunters or 
anyone else. 

Watson hobbled over to inspect the 


leavings. ‘Grizzlies, not horses,” he 
told me. “Grizzly bears eat grass in the 
springtime.” ~ 


He limped around, looking for more 
sign, and presently found the relatively 
fresh tracks of a couple of grizzlies. We 
decided that since Camp Purple Heart 
had feed, wood, and water, we might 
as well do some hunting out of it. 

Next morning Harry, Watson, Brad- 
ford, and I left the outfit to make a jack 
camp for a week or ten days and hunt 
the mountains around Eva Lake for 
sheep and goats. As we took off with 
three packhorses, Vernon, Doc, and 
George mounted and rode out with the 
pious hope of ambushing a grizzly. 

Until then, Doc and Vernon had prob- 
ably been the two unluckiest grizzly 
hunters who ever froze beside the 
carcass of a deceased horse while wait- 
ing for a bear to come and investi- 
gate the bait. And anyone who has 
perched on the windward side of a car- 
cass that has been ripening a couple of 
weeks will never mistake the smell fo. 
that of Tabu or Chanel No. 5. 

They had tried stillhunting for griz- 
zlies and glassing slides for grizzlies, 
and both had sat by the baits I’ve men- 
tioned for so long they smelled like 
them. So far, with one exception, 
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neither of them had so much as laid an 
eye on a grizzly outside a zoo. 

But that exception was a honey, even 
though it made Doc a very sensitive 
man. One day, earlier in the trip, Ver- 
non, Brad, George, and I went looking 
for sheep in the mountains above Porter 
Lake, leaving Doc, Watson, Harry, 
Buck, and June to move camp. Since 
the country was strange to all hands 
they were navigating strictly on instru- 
ments. They took the wrong side of the 
lake and found themselves in a tangle 
of muskeg, willow, and jackpine. The 
horses, as usual, wanted to go their 
separate ways, and everybody, includ- 
ing June and Doc, had to haze them 
back into line. Doc spied one in some 
heavy timber above him and yelled to 
June to head it off. 


une forced her mount through a 
J tangle of willows toward the stray, 
unlimbering a rope to whack it on the 
fanny, when she noticed that the ani- 
mal’s rump was extraordinarily broad, 
very hairy, and not decorated with a 
tail. Like any other gal under the cir- 
cumstances she said “Eek, eek!” Her 
horse got a whiff about that time and 
knocked down a few jackpines getting 
back to the outfit. June still wonders 
what would have happened if she had 
carried out her plan and given the 
grizzly a smart whack on the behind. 
But she doesn’t wonder very hard. 

She told Doc what she’d seen and 
took him up to see the tracks. He got 
off his horse and beat his head gently 
and rhythmically against the trunk of 
a jackpine. ‘‘Wouldn’t you know it?” 
he cried. “Here I was within thirty 
yards of a big grizzly—and I thought 
it was a horse. I’m going to spend the 
rest of my life hating horses.”’ 

So when we split up the morning after 
the horse fight, Doc and Vernon were 
justified in considering their chances for 
bear pretty slight. Bear sign had been 
scarce. The weather was about as un- 
suitable for bear hunting as it could be. 
For weeks the skies had been a bright, 
hard blue. Everything was so powder 
dry that forest fires broke out all over 
the vast country. In such weather, bears 
do not move much in the daytime be- 
cause they suffer from the heat in their 
great, shaggy coats. 

There was one thing favoring the bear 
hunters: the country was mostly above 
timberline—big, open, rolling plains 
covered with bunch grass and low- 
growing arctic birch. By getting on a 
high place and using binoculars they’d 
have a good chance to see anything that 
moved. 

That’s how they hunted that day. 
They found a high, rocky outcrop, 
where the three of them sat and used 
their binoculars, going over the rolling 
Open plains foot by foot. The grass 
was frost-cured and yellow, splotched 
here and there by the red and orange of 
arctic birch. Far away, over some 
rocky ridges, they could see the tre- 
mendous glaciers and snow fields of the 
Coast Range. 

On two sides the plateau on which 
they had camped fell away into deep, 
dark canyons smoky with purple tim- 
ber and threaded with the shining silver 
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Two N.Y. Hunters and Large 
Kodiak Bear, Fall 1951 


ALASKA 


Two California Hunters. 
LARGE BEAR, taken on 


Oe eS ee 
.and One towa Hunter. wand THREE 
first early hunt in April, 1952 


HUNT KODIAK BEAR 


HUNT WITH US at a REASONABLE PRICE in the WORLD'S FINEST bear country! 


We have a good camp with electric lights and running water. We have comfortable, well-equipped 
cabins on the three LARGEST lakes in the interior of the Island. Our parties hunt FROM THESE 
CABINS AT NO EXTRA COST; we do not use tents. 

ALL OUR SPRING HUNTERS GOT THEIR KODIAK BEAR in 1952, and were satisfied! Each 
bear hide squared 10 FEET OR OVER. This is a record that’s hard to beat! If you are looking for 
a good hunt, we have it! Please make your reservations as soon as possible for SPRING AND 
FALL HUNTS, 1953. We are experienced, licensed guides with a life time of hunting, trapping, 
and prospecting— and KNOW WHAT A HUNTER WANTS AND EXPECTS! We give each 
hunter the best of PERSONAL GUIDE SERVICE. Write Air Mail, or wire Pa full information. 


(Sorry, post cards cannot be answered. ) 


BILL PINNELL and MORRIS TALIFSON 





ocmmommmmmnesn OT ( Kb erence mane 
SPRING HUNTS 


IN THE FINEST AREA IN ALASKA 
LIVE in a cabin and hunt for the BIG ONES 
PRIZE WINNING KODIAK BEAR 
of 1951 was taken by one of my hunters! 
Airmail or wire to: 


HAL WAUGH, Registered Guide 
MOOSE PASS ALASKA 














AL ASKA-—="4 RAINY PASS LODGE 
offer the world’s finest 
Hunting for Alaska Brown and Grizzly Bear. 
Limited time and number for Grizzly at the Lodge 
in April—Dog Teams, Ski planes—Adventure. 
Peninsula hunting in May and June for really big 
Brownies. References given and required—all ex- 
pense hunts only. Wire: 
RAINY PASS LODGE 


BOX 651 ANCHORAGE, ALASKA 











WORLD’S BIGGEST BEAR 


Alaskan Peninsula—Spring or Fall 
WHITE SHEEP, excellent sheep country. 
CARIBOU AND GRIZZLY, best areas 
GIANT MOOSE. 


Wilderness Hunting. Expeditions second to none. 24 
years of Alaskan Experience— BEST OF REFERENCES. 


LEE HANCOCK, Licensed Guide 


Box 955 ANCHORAGE ALASKA 





Box A-745, KODIAK, ALASKA 











KODIAK? 


Arrange your spring Kodiak bear hunt now 
while reservations are still available. Two 
weeks of hunting, photographing and fish- 
ing with EVERYTHING furnished. We have 
boats, motors and equipment in the best 
area on Kodiak Island, and have guided 
American sportsmen for more than 20 
years. Satisfied hunters from all over the 
U. S. Write Airmail NOW for details! 


ALF MADSEN 

GUIDE & OUTFITTER 

@ BOX 0-848 KODIAK, ALASKA 
SPeeeeeeseesseseeeeeeeeeese 











KODIAK BEAR HUNTS 


SPRING & FALL HUNTS 
Hunt the World’s Largest Bear 
with reliable and experienced guides 
W. A. ‘‘Pat’’ CANNON 
REGISTERED ALASKA GUIDE 
Box 1033 Kodiak, Alaska 











BIG GAME HUNTERS 


Now is the time to make plans for your 1953 
hunting trip to Alaska. 

Spring hunts for brown and grizzly bear. Fall 
hunts for moose, sheep, goat, brown bear, 
grizzly bear and caribou. 

For Information, Write: 


LES. GOSSAGE Registered Guide 
Box 422 Seward Alaska 














SPRING — FALL, 1953: 
ALASKA!s 


HUNT GIANTe 
KODIAK BEAR, ¢ 
world’s largest, @ 
take interesting@ 
movies and have ®@ 
some of the fin-@ 
est rainbow and@® 
other trout fish-@ 
ing in Alaska. @ 
We use a lux-@ 
@urious yacht to hunt the numerous bays, but also @ 
@ have fine camps. TAKE YOUR WIFE ALONG—AS @ 
@ A HUNTER OR NON-HUNTER, She'll enjoy every @ 
@ minute and be comfortable. Arrange NOW for one @ 
@ of our two week hunts in Spring or Fall of 1953. @ 
® Daily airplane service to Kodiak from any part of @ 
@ U.S.A. WE FURNISH EVERYTHING. For further ® 
@ information please write AIR MAIL or WIRE 


CHAS. MADSEN 
¢ Guide & Outfitter, Box AOQ-905, Kodiak, Alaska 

















Plan Now to Hunt— 


KODIAK BEAR 


BOOKINGS NOW BEING ACCEPTED 
WRITE AIRMAIL—OR WIRE 


H. L. “‘Doc’’ ROCHELLE, Box 0-305, Kodiak, Alaska 


in the Spring of ’53 
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* * ALASKA CONT. x x 


GIANT KODIAK BEAR! 


Hunt in the veg ne bear country in Alaska this spring with 
ABSOLUTE RANTEE of shooting your Kodiak bear. 








Virgin rainbow” ge Dolly Varden trout fishing. Take 
thrilling movies of whales, sea-lions, seals, foxes, eagles 
and other wildlife in its natural habitat. Live in a com- 
fortable camp ashore, hunt from seaworthy forty-foot boat. 


Best equipment, food. We keep our parties small and give 
only the best of personal guide service—no effort spared to 
make your hunt successful. Very reasonable rates. Make 
your reservation NOW by AIRMAIL or WIRE to: 


BILL POLAND, Reg. Guide, Outfitter —KODIAK, ALASKA 











HUNT ALASKA BEAR! 
Brown, Grizzly, and Polar 
Spring 1953 


Write for prices and reservations to 


DON DEHART 




















Canada 





Registered Guide and Outfitter 

Mile 147, Glen Highway, Palmer, Alaska 

cA Enjoy the exciting sport pro- 

UE BEC vided by gamy SPECKLED 

a TROUT (native) on our 175 

Sq. mile Preserve. Fly, live 

bait or casting fishing accord- 

TR U ing to season and weather. 

Main camp provides excellent 

facilities and our 11 OUTPOST CAMPS reached by 

portage, canoe or by chartered sea plane, give you 

access to the wild woods with maximum of comfort. 

Season opens about May 15th. Travel by automobile 

or train (CNR). For folder and details write to: 
(winter address) 

LAC BOUCHETTE CLUB, INC. 

315 Jacques- Cartier St. t._Ghicoutimi, Qué., 
Important Memo to You! 
Concerning YOUR NEXT HEADQUARTERS 
for SPORTSMAN’S TRIP or Family Vacation: 
Better make it the Chibougamau Fish and 
Game Club ... in Quebec’s FAR NORTH, 
300 mi. north of Montreal. Motor highway, 

plane service! 
CHIBOUGAMAU FISH & GAME CLUB 
St. Felicien, Que., Canada 








c/o Boreal Airways 


Parkland Lodge Camps 


On highway 17-70, ten miles east of Kenora, Ont. Clean, 
nicely furnished house-keeping cabins, central showers 








modern toilets, ice-cold spring well water, clean safe 
sandy beach, grassed lawn, slides, swings for children, 
excellent fishing, bass, walleve, G.N, New 16-ft. rd-bot- 
tom boats, new Johnson motors, Channel from our lake 


to Lake of The Woods, big stone bay, just 2 miles. 


Write for large illustrated folder. 


PARKLAND LODGE CAMPS 


Bex 10, Lake of the Woods Kenora, Ont., Canada 


te & REAL ESTATE x x 








FOR LEASE 
OR SALE 


TWO ACRES of 
land, building ‘ 
(formerly Riverview Tavern) . 





located on 
OLD Route 9 road, between Statsburg and 


Rhinebeck. HUDSON VALLEY, Dutchess 
County 
SUITABLE FOR CLUB, HUNTING LODGE, etc. 
Will lease or sell. Must be looked at to be 
appreciated. Write or phone: 
SUCICH 160-18 7th Ave. 
Beechhurst 57, L. I., 
Phone: Flushing 3-8498 


N. Y. 





OWN A PIECE OF 


THE GOOD EARTH 


AT A PRICE YOU CAN AFFORD! 


$5. to $15. acre buys California, 

Oregon, Washington ranch land. 

10 to 640 acre tracts sold on easy 

terms. 100% oil rights. Send 10c 

for land catalog & data on ’’PTS”’. 
PACIFIC LANDS 

Box 2350-A Hollywood 28, California 


HOMESITES*300::." 


In California’s loveliest Garden Spot, on scenic shores 
of beautiful Morro Bay. Enjoy future independence 
with excellent soil, soft water, wonderful fishing, 
hunting, boating, etc. Grow fruits, vegetables, poul- 
try. Perfect temperate climate. Congenial com- 
munity. Finest investment. Free literature. 
RICHARD S$. OTTO 

San Luis Obispo, California 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


of running water. It was beautiful 
country but it didn’t look much like bear 
country—for that matter, like game 
country. Once George made out a tiny 
moving speck with his glass but the 
spotting scope turned it into a traveling 
coyote. Another time they found a cow 
moose and her calf standing just inside 
a little patch of timber. 

Noon came and they ate lunch. Then 
they took turns at napping, two cork- 
ing off while one glassed. Finally, about 
3 o’clock, they decided it was a bad job 
and that they’d better head for camp. 
They arose, picked up their rifles, and 
started to go down to their tethered 
horses. And it was then that George 
and Vernon—at the same instant—-saw 
a bear walking in the open below them 
and about a quarter mile away. 

“Grizzly!’’ they both whispered. 


“Go get it, Doc” Vernon added. “It’s 
your bear.” 
“The devil it is!” Doc said. ‘You take 


it. You saw it first and we haven’t time 
to argue about it.” 

So Vernon and George dashed off, 
rapidly closing the range. At about 300 
yards Vernon sat down, found the bear 
in his Lyman Alaskan scope, and tossed 
a 250-grain bullet at it from his .35 
Whelen. But he hadn’t allowed enough 
for the bear’s forward movement and, 

| as he later discovered, he broke one of 
its hind legs. 

The grizzly went down, let out a hor- 
rible roar, then got up and ran on three 
legs. Vernon swung well ahead and the 
next bullet went through the lungs. The 
bear went down on its nose, twitched, 
and became a trophy. 

When they got to it they found it was 
a lady bear of no very great size, its 
hide skinning out a bit over six feet 
| square. In the language of the bear 
hunter, that means it measured, when 
spread-eagled, about six feet from tip 
of nose to tip of tail and the same dis- 
tance across the front paws. (Bear hides 
being pliable, hunters, if so minded, can 
stretch them out to measure five feet 
wide and ten feet long.) 





hat night in camp there was singing 
and dancing and jumping around for 
|joy. Vernon and Doc had made the 
| long, expensive trip to get sheep and 
| grizzly trophies. Now they both had 
| rams, and Vernon had a bear. Doc still 
had to get his bear, but now that he’d 
|actually seen one, and realized that 
| bullets would lay it low, he felt much 
| more confident. 

It must also be confessed that our 

| hunters sneaked some bear meat back 
|into camp. Doc is of the opinion that 
anyone who'd eat a carrion-devouring 
| grizzly is hardly fit company for decent 
|and right-thinking men—but Doc was 
|also very hungry. The two rams had 
already been consumed down to hoofs 
and tendons, and the hides had been 
| gnawed. 

Doc later told me he was so ravenous 
| for meat along about then that once or 
| twice he caught himself drawing a bead 

on one of the younger and fatter horses. 
| In fact, he said, if June, the young and 
lissome cook, had fallen and broken a 
| leg he would not have been responsible 
| for the consequences. Doc is, however, 


* bear was in sight. 





known to be a great hand for hyperbole. 

For two more days they hunted 
grizzlies out of Camp Purple Heart, 
but they might as well have been hunt- 
ing great auks, penguins, or Bengal 
tigers. Not a living thing did their 
glasses pick up on those great upland 
pastures, not a track or a dropping did 
they see. Apparently they had shot the 
only grizzly in the country. 


fter a long huddle they decided to 
move camp to lower, damper coun- 
try, where there’d be ground squirrels 
and berries for grizzlies to eat. They 
made a day’s pack, and had planned to 
go on the next morning, when once 
more the horses took a hand. Buck, the 
wrangler, went out to collect his steeds 
—and found that six had scrammed. 
Since he would have to round them up, 
the hunters could make no trip. George 
decided that even though chances of 
getting a bear were slight, they’d hunt 
anyway. 

They had hardly selected their van- 
tage point when Doc saw a moving 
speck through his binoculars. He 
watched it for a moment and decided 
the distant animal was too large to be 
a bear. It must therefore be a moose. 

“T’ve found a moose!” he said. ‘‘Let’s 
shoot him. I’m starving.” 

“Where is he?’’ George and Vernon 
demanded. 

“See that creek ahead of us? Well, 
he’s traveling along the ridge over the 
third side creek that runs into it. Right 
now he’s just above a gray bluff——”’ 

“T see him,” George said. “‘That’s no 
moose. That’s a grizzly and a big one. 
Let’s go!” 

The three hunters scrambled down off 
their point, got aboard their sulky 
horses, and rode to intercept the bear. 
They knew he was traveling fast and 
they’d have to make knots to get a shot. 
When they finally got to the point from 
which they had planned to shoot, the 
But they were be- 
hind schedule, and he was a long, long 
way from Doc’s rifle. 

Never let it be said, though, that an 
old woodchuck hunter like Doc is both- 
ered by a long shot. He quickly sat 
himself down, fed a cartridge into the 
chamber of his .270, made a guess as to 
the range, held well over the big bear’s 
back, and touched a shot off. The 150- 
grain bullet went high, and without 
changing his pace the bear walked over 
to investigate the spot where he’d seen 
the turf kick up. 

Doc’s second shot had the right eleva- 
tion. When he squeezed the trigger the 
bear fell, but the tell-tale sound of bul- 
let striking paunch came floating back. 
The bear got up roaring and gnashing 
his teeth, and reached back to bite his 
wound just as Doc’s third shot caught 
him through the shoulders. He pitched 
over on his nose and lay still. 

They rode over to inspect the grizzly 
at close range. 

When they looked at him they thought 
him big. When they tried to roll him 
over, they thought him bigger. He was 
an enormous bear with a rather thin, 
medium-brown summer coat. When 
they finally got the hide off, they laid 

(continued on page 111) 
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, els, L860 Lexing EED “agg SR 7ESTERN a 
exington Ave., Free = ped an American Chinchillas. Guaranteed. WESTERN trained lion, cat and c punds: 
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y-L-Blue Chin- DACHSHUN Stone, San Fernando, Cali 
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(continued from page 108) 


it out on the grass and Vernon meas- 
ured it with a steel tape. It was nine 
feet four inches square. 

Now that, chums, is a very large bear. 
According to most evidence the griz- 
zlies east of the Coast Range, where 
this one was shot, are small. Doc and 
Vernon think that this great fellow was 
an Alaska brown bear that had wan- 
dered into the back country from the 
coast. His stomach was full of fish and 
he was not very far from one of the few 
streams which cut through the moun- 
tains to the sea. His carcass smelled 
like stale cod-liver oil, and they left it 
where it fell. 

A few days later, Brad and I headed 
back to join the outfit from our side 
trip. On the second day we struck the 
trail of the outfit. It looked pretty old, 
but a few hours later we were delighted 
to discover with the glasses a plume of 
smoke rising on the far side of a hill. 

Presently we came riding into camp. 
Doc was there to greet us with the news 
His bear hide was stretched out over 
bushes to dry, and it was tremendous. 

I told Doc that he should have saved 
the skull, since for the purposes of rec- 
ord it is the skull of the bear that pays 
off. The next morning Harry and Brad- 
ford decided to ride over to the carcass. 
There was a chance there might be an- 
other grizzly on it and they also wanted 
to bring back the skull. But the carcass 
was so high that ‘neither wanted to 
tackle it, so the skull of what may have 
been the biggest bear of its kind shot in 
1951 lies out in British Columbia on a 
high prairie above timberline. 


hen we got home I wrote a trophy- 

hunting pal in New York about 
Doc’s bruin and he in turn mentioned 
it in a letter to a guide who specializes 
in Alaska brown bears. The guide came 
back with an offer to bet me a hunting 
trip that the bear did not square nine 
feet four inches or anything like it. 

Me? I didn’t measure the bear. Ver- 
non did. George and Doc were wit- 
nesses. Vernon is an engineer and ma- 
chinist who works in thousandths of an 
inch. He couldn’t very well get mixed 
up on a steel tape and he had nothing 
to gain by exaggerating the size of the 
beast. To our skeptical Alaskan I could 
only send an affidavit by Vernon. 

Toward the end of the trip I walked 
over one day to put my lunch in the 
saddlebags. I happened to pass within 
range of one of the packhorses. He cut 
loose at me with both hind feet. AlI- 
though he didn’t hit me, he scared me, 
and I grabbed up a stout limb to use in 
teaching him some manners 

“Hey, you!” Doc _ shouted. 
touch that horse!” 

“Well, for heaven's sake!” I said. 
‘When did you turn into a horse lover?” 

“When I shot the bear,” he told me. 
“That black rascal is the leader of the 
bunch that got away. If he hadn’t run 
off we wouldn’t have camped where we 
did and I wouldn’t have shot the big 
grizzly. Leave him alone.” 

“O.K.,” I said. “And if I see him 
Sneaking up on you I'll look the other 
Way and say, ‘Good old Doc! It was 
nice knowing him.’ ” THE END 


“Don’t 





| Agates, 


| alog 10c. H. Daniel, 
| BUYING early Colts Pistols: 


| Write today! Universal Schools, 


| Bureau 
| ALASKA!! Last American Frontier 


SPECIAL:—10 Indianheads $.78—prehistoric Arrow- 

heads $1.48—Tcmahawk $4.65—Scalper $2.88— 
ry es $1.88—Pestle $8.88—Civilwar Sword 
$14.88—Bayonet $1.98—Canteen $1.95—Geode, Py- 
ba Galena, Molybdenum, Chalcopyrite, Ricolite, 
Smithsonite, ‘Turquoise, Marcasite, Gastropod, Crinoid, 
Bracipod, Fossil, each 48c. Heike, Wenona 33, Ill. 


1953 HOBBY Catalog 35c.—Selling 460 Historical 
Firearms 20,000 Indian Relics, Collectors Car- 
tridges, Coins,’ Agates.—Revolutionary, Civilwar, In- 
dian Wars. Flintlocks, Muskets, Blunderbusses, Pis- 
tols, Revolvers, Pepperboxes, Swords, Ramrods, Pow- 
derhorns, Bulletmolds, Nipples, Percussion Caps.— 
Eagle Feathers, Claws, Arrowheads, Tomahawks, Gem- 
points, Bannerstones, Discoidals.—Stagecoach Win- 
chesters, Kentucky Rifles, Frontiers, Gun Barrels.— 
Mounted Pheasants, Owls, Squirrels, Deerheads, Elk 
Antlers, Fish, Buffalohorns,—Bo-Wood, Blo-horns, 
Violin Wood, Rattiesmake Skins, Marine Shells.— 
Minerals, Fossils, Gold Dollars.—Send 35c for 
1953 profusely illustrated catalog. Heike, Wenona 
ll. 


| ae 
| 4 PERFECT Arrowheads $1.00 





Stone axe $3.00. 
$3.00. Flint Knife $1. 00. Cat- 
Lamar, Arkansas 


Perfect Pottery pipe 
Singles or collections. 


Also make appraisals. Mitchell, 134 Prairie, De- 


| catur, Illinois. 





32 AUTOS & AUTO TRAILERS 

BUILD Your Own Trailer! Plans for all kinds. Illus- 

trated Catalog 10c. Jim Dandy. 125-O, Wausau, Wis. 

HUNTERS, Sportsmen, Build-it-Yourself Slip-on 

Cabin Coach for Pickup Trucks. Information, Pic- 
585-O, Parsons. Kans. 





FOREIGN Jobs. Contracts underway and soon starting 

in Africa South America, Canada, England, Europe. 
South Pacific, Middle East, Mexico and Alaska. Send 
$1.00 for foreign job news information, application 
forms, etc. DCS Foreign Job News, Dept. 268-HV, 
Bridgeport. Illinois 


ALASKAN Jobs! Over 100 New construction contracts 
with names, addresses, companies hiring. Thousands 
needed! Highest wages! Military, private construction, 
Mining Fishing, Lumbering. Aviation, Railroads, 
Homesteading. Skilled. Unskilled workers. Write_to- 
day. Our information accurate. $1.00 complete. Atas- 
kan Opportunities (OL). Box 362, Kenmore, Wash 
FOREIGN employme nt construction work. If interested 
in foreign projects with high pay write Foreign 
Service Bureau, Dept. OL. Box 295, Metuchen, N. J 
ALASKA—Valuable 1953 copyrighted booklet cover- 
ing all resources, Government Positions, Home- 
steading. Cities, Construction. Large list companies, 
with addresses, hiring 1953. New John Hart and 
Alaska Highway information: what to take, customs 
regulations, mileposts, etc.—all for $1.00. Alaska Op- 
portunities ¢ and Highway. P.O. Box 224, Seattle 11, Wash 


OVERSEAS Jobs. Big pay, transportation expenses. 
Clerical, professional, mechanical workers. Most all 
trades. Latest listings airline, construction, manufac- 
turing, oil, steamship companies, government agen- 
cies, Many other opportunities. Up to date informa- 
tion On securing employment. contracts, income tax, 
application forms. $1.00. Overseas Jobs, Box 335-E3 
Baton Rouge. La 


38 SPORTING GooDs 


32 PAGE Golf Catalog. 
parel. 25c. Golf Shop, 











Save on equipment and ap- 
Waseca, Minnesota 





tures 10c. Comstock Trailers, 
33 AGENTS WANTED 


“FOG-Stop”’ Windshield Cloth. Instantly “removes 
blurry Mist, Frost, Sleet, Snuw. Stops windshield 
fogging. Samples sent on trial. Kristee 302, Akron, O. 
BUY Wholesale thousands nationally advertised prod- 
ucts at big discount. Free ‘ Wholesale Plan.’’ Amer- 


ican Buyers, 629-LD Linden, Buffalo, New York. 





GET a regulation Cowboy Guitar for selling Garden 
Spot Seeds. Send No Money, just write for 50 pack- 
ets of seed to sell at 10c packet. Remit as stated in 
catalog and we'll send you this handsome cowboy dec- 

orated guitar. Lancaster County Seed Company, Dept. 
331, Paradise. Penna. 

SELL fast 39c necessity, big profit, wonder repeat. 
National Sales & Service, Greenville, Penna 


34 BOOKS & MAGAZINES 


ANGLING and hunting “books—new, used and rare. Re- 
quest free list. Sporting Book Service, Box 113, 
Rancocas, N. J 

BIG Catalog. 1500 popular books. 
Send 10c. Books Publishing Co., 
New York 10. - 

BOOKS | By Mail. Any author! Fast service. Lowest 
prices. Send wants—no obligation. International 
Bookfinders, Box 3003-OL, Beverly Hills, Calif. 


36 BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 
EXTRA Money—No Selling—operate vendors. Amaz- 
ing profits, details Free. Silver King, Suite 224, 622 
Diversey, Chicago 14. -_ 
BUY wholesale—Direct from us—25,000 Items—cat- 
alogue 25c (refundable). Matthews, 1474-E4 
Broadway. New York City = : 
WOULD $100 monthly interest you? My spare time 
hobby idea is free. Write Janet Ratzloff, 1020 N. 
Richman, Fullerton, California. see _ 
Collaboration, Free Broadcasts. 


POEMS Wanted. 
Sooner Song Co., 22-B6 North West 8th, Oklahoma 








Bargain prices. 
56E West 24th, 











| City > i bag 
| IMPORT-Export! Opportunity profitable, 


world-wide, 
mail-order business from home, without capital, or 
travel abroad. Established Worid Trader ships in- 
structions for no-risk examination. Experience unnec- 
essary. Free details. Mellinger, 121, Los Angeles 24, 
California. 
ADJUSTING Executives needed by airlines, govern- 
ment departments, insurance companies. Many earn- 
ing $200 week in thrilling outdoor work. Free book. 
3936 Stanford Street, 
Dallas 5, Texas. 


GROW Mushrooms, | Cellar, “shed. Spare, full time, year 
round. We pay $3.50 lb. We paid Babbitt $4,165.00 


| in few weeks. Free Book. Washington Mushroom Ind., 
| Dept. 149. 


14 2954 Admiral Way, Seattle, Washington. 
LIFETIME Income. Over 100 Money-making plans 
only 10c. Specialty Products, Box 345, Wilkes-Barre, 
Pennsylvania. Ps ‘ 
EARTHWORM Breeding? First, get unusual story. ‘‘An 
Earthworm Turned His Life.’’ Free. Earthmaster, 
Dept. 32, El Monte, Calif. 


FREE Book “505 Odd Successful businesses.’’ Work 
home. Expect something odd! Pacific-YG, Oceanside, 


California. 





37 HELP WANTED 
| CONSTRUCTION Job List. Published Monthly. 





2d M - $1.00. 
Dempster’s Construction Scout News, Dept. 268-HU, 
Bridgeport, Illinois. 


| FOREIGN & Latin American Employment. 1953 ‘‘For- 


eign Service Directory’’ gives Up-To-Minute Facts 


| On Military & Civilian Construction. Government Jobs. 


Major Oil Listings, Aviation, Transportation, Steam- 
ship Lines, Mining Importers, Exporters. How-When- 


| Where to apply, application forms. Hot List Firms Hir- 


ing, $1.00 postpaid. Global Reports, Box 883-OL, 


| Hollywood 28, California. 


ALASKA. Undeveloped land of fortune. Employment 
and business, Construction men and helpers inter- 
ested in development projects; Highest wages. Gov't 
homesteads and homesites. Gov't tracts $2.50 per 
acre, The Alaska Highway giving access to new min- 
eral-rich areas: silver, tungsten, gold, etc. Forests 
and furs; North America’s finest fish and game coun- 
try. Opportunities small, large trading posts. Send 
$1.00 for Alaskan Digest. Territorial Employment 
Service, and opportunities in Alaska, Foreign Service 
, (Dept. L), Metuchen, New Jersey 


$1.00 brings 1953 
Business Directory & Government Map. Military & 
Civilian Construction; Homestead & Highway facts: 
Mining, Aviation, Fur karming; Grazing. Timber, 
Travel directions. List of firms hiring, How to apply. 
Alaska Opportunist, Box 883-OL, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


40 OLD COINS & STAMPS 


UNITED ‘States Stamps on approval (for beginners, 
advanced collectors.) B. Wenigman, 1933 Pat- 
terson, Chicago 13 


FREE! Big Illustrated Catalog listing everything for 
the Stamp Collector. Approvals. Harrisco, 345 
Transit Bldg., Boston 17, Mass. 


“HOW To Recognize Rare Stamps.'’ Free Book pro- 
fusely illustrated. Write Today! Kenmore, Milford 
H-85, New Hampshire 


ae te 00 EACH for certain Lincoln pennies, Indianheads 
50.00. Send dime for booklet listing prices paid. 
uleedaa Coin Company, D-414, Glendale, Arizona 
WANTED—1894-S Dime pay $500.00. Certain 1913 
nickel $1,000.00. 1901-S quarter $20.00 to 
$150.00. Hundreds of others. Know their true value. 
Complete Illustrated Catalogue 25c. Worthycoin Cor- 
poration (D-302), Boston 8, Massachusetts. 


FREE! Scott's International Album. Other big prem- 
iums. Full particulars with approvals. Raymax, 
70- BL Nassau Street, New York 38 

SET Nine Japanese invasion notes for U. S ll- 
_lustrated CoinCatalogue 25c. Shultz, SaltLake: iO Cian. 


FREE! Big United States stamp catalog—including 
value guide and identifier, plus check list. Hun- 
qrede of illustrations. Harris & Co., Boston 17-Z, Mass. 


41 PATENTS & INVENTIONS 


INVENTORS: Information on patent "procedure fur- 
nished on request, without obligation. John Ran- 
dolph, Registered Patent Attorney, 227 Columbian 
Building, Washington 1, D. C 


INVENTORS. When you are satisfied that you have 

invented something of value write me, without obli- 
gation, for information as to what steps you should 
take to secure a Patent. Write Patrick D. Beavers, 
Registered Patent Atty., 930 Columbian Bldg., Wash- 
ington 1, Cc. 


INVENTORS: Learn how to protect your “invention. 

‘‘Patent Guide’’ containing detailed information con- 
cerning patent protection and procedure together with 
‘Record of Invention’’ form will be forwarded upon 
request—without obligation. We are registered to 
practice before the U. S. Patent Office and prepared 
to serve you in handling your patent matters. Clar- 
ence A. O'Brien & Harvey Jacobson, Registered Pat 
ent Attorneys, 348- A District National Building, 
Washington, D. C. 


INVENTORS—If_ you ~ believe you have an invention 
you should find out how to protect it! Send for copy 
of our Patent Booklet ‘‘How To Protect Your Inven- 
tion’’ and ‘“‘Invention Record’’ form. No obligation. 
McMorrow, Berman & Davidson, Registered Patent 
Attorneys, 204-K Victor Building, Washington 1, D.C. 


INVENTORS—Send for ‘Patent Protection for Inven 

tors’’ outlining preliminary steps to take in applying 
for patent. Victor J. Evans & Co., 763-P Merlin 
Building, Washington 6. D. C. 


42 REAL ESTATE 


FLORIDA, New Lake County development. adjoin- 
ing Ocala National Forest. Best fishing, hunting. Safe 
from bombs. Nice homesites $245 at $10 monthly. 
Folder free. W. Vernor, DeLand, Florida 

FLORIDA—Beautiful lake front camp and homesites 
across from Ocala National Forest, Lake County. 
Good fishing and hunting. Ideal for the sportsman. 
Price $295 up, easy monthly payments. Write for free 
literature. Grace and Euclid Parker, Box 3, Paisley, Fla. 


CALIFORNIA Ranch Lands 50c to $5 acre minimum 
bid. Farm-ranch-hunt-fish-retire. 10c brings illus- 
trated land catalog. outline maps. Tax Land Sales, 
Box 2350BR. Holywood 28. Calif 
FLORIDA Lakeside home and 
$2000.00 yearly $12,500.00. 
Tris McCall, Madison, Florida. 
STROUT Catalog—Free. Farms, 
31 States. Coast-to-Coast, 
Largest. Our 53rd year. 
Ave., New York 10, N. Y 
CHEAP Homes, Farms, In beautiful, 
ant Ozarks. Free literature, 
ley, Clarksville, Arkansas. 














business 
Quail, bass 


earning 
galore. 


Homes, Businesses, 
3.446 bargains. World’s 
Strout Realty, 255-SW 4th 


healthful, pleas- 
land lists, Write, Barns- 





a4 GOOD EATING 
EUROPE, Asia, Near East, Africa. 20 unique ways to 
prepare game, fish, fowl. A: Venison, Elk, Ante- 
lope, etc. B: Trout, Bass, Bonito Sea and Fresh Wa- 
Pheasant, Quail, Duck, Grouse, etc. Each set 
.00. All 3 sets $2.00. G. Galloway, 6142 West 
Colgate, Los Angeles 36, California. 


46 BLUEPRINTS & SUPPLIES 


SNOW Sleigh-Air boat plans & Supplies. Catalog 25 5c. 
Banks-Maxwell, Box 3301R, Ft. Worth, Texas 
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OUBLE TAKE. Joe North of Truro, 

Mass., cast into the surf, then set 
his rod in a sand spike. A fish struck, 
but before Joe could reach his rod it was 
yanked into the water. A near-by angler 
cast to the spot and hooked Joe’s line. 
Then he retrieved the rod, and with it 
a 2214-pound striped bass.—Jim Hurley, 
New York Mirror. 


KATE BAIT. The skate, a form of sea 
S ray, is a pest but isn’t considered 
dangerous. Yet a Chesapeake Bay boat- 
man, who saw a deer floundering in a 
cove, found it covered with skates that 
had fastened onto the animal’s nose, 
ears, and hairy hide. He got the ex- 
hausted deer ashore, dispatched the 
skates, and turned the animal over to a 
game warden for release in the woods. 
—J. Hammond Brown, Baltimore News- 
Post. 


( SWAN = 
we're ‘BouT 

THE SAME AGE! 
b~ 






OOSE LIVERS. 

Anyone who 
doubts that wild 
geese are smart 
should remember 
that despite in- 
tense hunting 
pressure some of 
them live as long 
as 70 years. Only 
parrots and vul- 
tures live longer—and they aren’t 
hunted. Even in this age of heavy gun- 
ning, geese from 10 to 15 years old are 
welcomed back to the Swans Island 
refuge each spring by Steve Powell, 
the biologist. He knows them by their 
leg bands.—Gene Letourneau, Augusta 
(Me.) Kennebec Journal. 


4 


LD ONE-TWO. Al Cranston of Oak 

Grove dropped a nice doe with an 
arrow through the ribs, but when he 
reached her he couldn’t find the arrow. 
What he did find, a short distance be- 
yond, was a dead buck fawn with the 
shaft in its back. There were two wit- 
nesses to Cranston’s freak double shot, 
which, incidentally, was the first he’d 
made as a bow hunter.—-George Pasero, 
Portland (Oreg.) Journal. 


RESSED TO KILL. Some California 

band-tail pigeons wore bow ties 
and yellow tails last season. Conserva- 
tion officials dressed the birds by dyeing 
their tails and equipping them with 
colored neck tabs. Aim was to deter- 
mine migrations, daily movements, and 
the percentage of birds falling to sports- 
men.—Bill York, Healdsburg (Calif.) 
Tribune. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


THe Gisr OF [r — 


a digest of the outdoor news 


ALT FREE. Cast 

for black bass 
from the down- 
stream side of the 
bridge at Port 
Tobacco, Md., and 
the warden won't 
say a word. Walk 
a few feet across 
the bridge and 
cast from the up- = 
stream side and he’ll put the arm on you 
for a license. Reason? Virginia law says 
the water is salt on the lower side of 
the bridge, fresh on the upper side. 
The same thing is true of other Mary- 
land and Virginia bridges. It’s a curious 
quirk of the legislative mind.—Hugh 
Brannen, Washington (D.C.) Post. 





OHN DOE? With a special doe season 
J ahead, John Kanz, a game super- 
visor, was in a county courthouse con- 
ducting the drawing for permits. Sud- 
denly the district attorney, who was 
among the hopeful hunters, yelled: 
“Hey, what was that last name you 
called ?’’ John repeated it. “And what’s 
the address?” John gave it. “Eureka!”’ 
yelled the D.A. “I’ve been looking for 
that guy for a month on a bad-check 
charge.’’—Fred Peterson, Spokane 
(Wash.) Spokesman Review. 


B NNY MONEY. Although hunters of 
upland gamebirds and waterfowl 
look with some scorn on the lowly rab- 
bit, a survey shows that 29.6 percent of 
shot shells are expended on bunnies. 
Squirrels are next, with 14 percent, fol- 
lowed by quail, 13.9; waterfowl, 10.5; 
pheasants, 9.5; doves, 7; and other game 
(grouse, woodcock, and assorted birds), 
3.5 percent. Skeet and trap shooters 
burn up 12 percent, and have nothing to 
show for it but a few pencil marks on 
a score sheet.—Raymond R. Camp, 
New York Times. 


YUNTY MUTINY. 

Maine _trap- 
pers, who want 
the bobcat bounty 
increased, say the 
cats are slaugh- 
tering deer. I 
doubt it. The 
trappers should 
turn their atten- 
tion to mongrel ; ma ey 
dogs and two-legged predators. 
bobcat is blamed for 


The 
many crimes he 
doesn’t commit. Like the bear, he has a 
definite place in nature’s arrangements. 


—Bill Geagan, Bangor (Maine) Com- 


mercial. 








“NHARGE ACCOUNT. O. J. Underwood of 
Youngstown, Ohio, was driving in 
Ontario, Canada, when a 1,500-pound 
moose plunged off a cliff and landed on 
his car. Then, despite two broken fore- 
legs, the animal tried to charge on its 
knees, first at Underwood and the car, 
next at some bystanders. Damage to 
the car amounted to $700.—Leo Dotolo, 
Westerly (RI.) Sun. 


— GAME. If you got your deer, the 
government hopes you sold its hide 
to a tanner. Seems strange, but in this 
atomic age the armed forces are using 
more buckskin than at any other time 
in history, including Revolutionary 
days. Nearly all of it goes into arctic- 
type mittens and shooting gloves, be- 
cause buckskin alone combines the 
warmth, durability, and _ flexibility 
needed in such gear.—William H. Rid- 
ings, Lawrence (Mass.) Eagle. 


XTRA NIP. Wonder how many Oregon 
hunters are winding up the duck 
season with a hang-over? Final shoot- 
ing day is Jan. 1. Incidentally, a 


brand-new license is required for the 
Harger, 


last day’s bangaloo.—Don 
Salem (Oreg.) Statesman. 


Quer PERCH. 
Dof beak 


sleep? University 
of Wisconsin re- 
searchers have 
found that at 
night white perch 
sink to the bot- 
tom of a _ pond, 
near shore, and 
rest motionless : 
on the sand. This was discover “a when 
the researchers’ sound apparatus failed 
to show swimming vibration at night. 
A diver, using a strong light, found 
thousands of perch lying quietly on the 
bottom. Perhaps perch escape predatory 
fish in this manner; if they do, it could 
be a reason why they maintain their 
numbers so well.—Johnny Mock, Pitts- 
burgh Press. 


HORT WEIGHT. Hunters who get their 
deer in late December are cheated 

of a lot of venison. A New Hampshire 
survey reveals that the average buck 
three years old and up loses 45 pounds 
between Nov. 1 and year’s end because 
he’s so busy courting and defending his 
doe he goes off his feed.—Hal Pierson. 
Portsmouth (N.H.) Herald. 
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TO NEW MEMBERS 





Y a) ...WALTER J. BLACK, PRESIDENT OF THE CLASSICS CLUB, 
INVITES YOU TO ACCEPT FREE 
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THE ESSAYS OF 


Shakespeare a Bacon 


wo Immortal Classics For Your Lifetime Library + Superbly Bound in 


Genuine 23-Karat Gold 


| } ERE, in these two lovely volumes——-which you are 
invited to accept free as a membership eilt from 
The Classics Club — are the works of two of the greatest 


authors of all time. 


In all literature how comparatively few are the books 
which give you something that stays with you all your 
life! Shakespeare meets this supreme test of great 
ness. You can re-read him a hundred times over and 


always find something new to inspire you 


And still another rich reading adventure awaits you 
the essays of Bacon, which bring you the immortal 
writings of one of the wisest men of the ages. Read, on 
the other side, how you can add both these exception 


ally beautiful volumes to your personal library. 





—Continued from other side 


BOTH These Beautiful Volumes 


THE COMPLETE WORKS OF 


a — a “ - eg 


Shakespeare 


All 37 Plays © Comedies, Tragedies, Histories and Poems 


| 


ZA 





TO NEW MEM ERs 














AND 





4VERY word Shakespeare ever wrote—every delightful comedy, stirring 
“ tragedy, and thrilling historical play; every lovely poem and sonnet— 
yours complete in this beautiful 1312-page volume, Chuckle at the ever- 
modern comedy of Falstaff; be fascinated by glamorous Cleopatra; shudder at 
the intrigues of Macbeth; thrill with Romeo in the ecstasies of love. Be 
amazed at Iago's treachery; step with delight into the whimsical world of Puck 
and Bottom. 
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Shakespeare is the one writer who understood human nature as no other 
ever has, before or since. So deep did he see into the hearts of all of us that 
he is more alive today than he was over three hundred years ago! 


—— a 


THE ESSAYS OF 


we Bacon 


On Love, Truth, Friendship, Riches and 54 Other Fascinating Subjects 


HERE is another Titan of the Elizabethan era—Sir Francis Bacon, whose 

surpassing intellect laid the groundwork of science and philosophy for 
generations. Anyone in search of personal guidance and a practical, day-by-day 
philosophy of life can do no better than to read these immortal essays . . . 
about love, politics, books, business, friendship, and the many other subjects 
which Bacon discusses so clearly, incisively, wisely. So much wit and wisdom 
is packed into these writings that quotations from them have become part 
and parcel of our literature. 


Both these De Luxe volumes—Shakespeare and Bacon—are so handsome 
that you will treasure them always. And both are yours free, as membership 
gifts from the Classics Club. 




















Why The Classics Club Offers You These 2 Books Fray, 


rH 


ry ILL YOU add these two volumes to your library—as membership gifts specific number of books—only the ones you want. No money in advil 
\ from The Classics Club? You are invited to join today .. . and to re no membership fees. You may cancel membership at any time. 
ceive on approval beautiful editions of the world’s greatest masterpieces. Mail the postcard now. Paper, printing, binding costs are rising. This 

Phese books, selected unanimously by distinguished literary authorities, price—and your FREE copies of The Complete Works of SHAKESPE 
were chosen because they offer the greatest enjoyment and value to the and BACON’S ESSAYS—cannot be assured unless you respond promt 
pressed for time” men and women of today. THE CLASSICS CLUB, One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 

Hf } fre Cy? i hy Ps ( 
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A true “‘classic’ is a living book that will never grow old. For 
sheer fascination it can rival the most thrilling modern novel. 
Have vou ever wondered how the truly great books have become 
classics’? First, they are so readable. They would not have lived 
unless they were read: they would not have been read unless they 


Walter J. Black, President 
THE CLASSICS CLUB 
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 


were interesting. To be interesting they had to be easy to unde 


stand. And those are the very qualities which characterize these Please enroll me as a Trial Member and send me, FREE, the beautiful 2-voluf 


De Luxe Classics Club Editions of The Complete Works of SHAKESPEARE 4 
BACON'S ESSAYS, together with the current selection. 

I am not obligated to take any specific number of books and I am to receive 
advance description of future selections. Also, I may reject any volume before 
after I receive it, and 1 may cancel my membership whenever I wish. 


selections: readubility, interest, simplicity. 


Only B ke Clu / } 


The Classics Club is different from all other book clubs. 1. It 
distributes to its members the world’s classics at a low price 
2. Its members are not obligated to take any speci hic number of 
books. 3. Its volumes (which are being used today in many lead 
ing colleges and universities) are luxurious De Luxe Editions 
bound in the fine buckram ordinarily used for $5 and $10 bind 
ings. They have tinted page tops; are richly stamped in genuine 
gold, which will retain its original lustre—books you and your 
hildren will read and cherish for years. 


1 Trial Members] I) , 5 


For each volume I decide to keep I will send you $2.89, plus a few cents maili 
charges. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.) 


Mr. 
TA SMES, CSRS Sh Seaenr een emaras eee 
Miss ) (Please Print Plainly) 


: Address 
You are invited to accept a Trial Membership. With your first 
hook will be sent an advance notice about future selections. You 


t ny 


; Zone No. 
may reject any book you do not wish. You need not take 


City . EB a te (if any) State 





